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ADVERTISEMENT. 

I - « • - 

JL HE two principal Poems in the present Collection 
were originally published anont/fnoush/j and both very, 
favourably mftic^d by the British Critic /or February^ 
1812. And the latter by the Critical Review /or the 
same Month. The first is the product of a variety of 
rambles by one who has been a contemplative Wanderer 
from his youth ; and whose admiration of British land* 
scape continues undiminished.'-^The greater portion of 
the other owes its existence to the influence of Italian 
Skiesy and Italian Scenery; from which country it was 
sent in an Epistle to a Friend more than twenty-eight 
years ago: the Admonitory part has been since added, 
and adapted to the peculiar circumstances of the Times 
when it was first submitted to the Public. They are 
now reprinted with very considerable corrections and 
additions, together with some omissions and alterations. 
The Poem on the future Restoration of the Jews was 
composed in the year 1811.— rAc Ode to Justice was an 
Exercise at the Charter House School, and fortunate 
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enough to obtain a place among the Carmina Carihu' 
sianay Ann, Dom. 1780.— Z%e six Poems immediately 
following were written about the same time ; and the 
remainder at the periods specified. — The Imitations of 
a few specimens of several of the Italian Poets^ con^ 
siituted a pkasvng 4ind instructwe amusement to the 
Author during c Continental excursion in the years 
1736 and 1787. 
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POETICAL SKETCH. 



FIRST PRINTED IN 181 L 



BEAUTEOUS effect of that transcendent 



cause^ 



Who, out of Nothing, form'd this goodly Ball ; 
(Compound of hill and dale, irriguous mead. 

And cultur*d upland, heath, and glassy lake. 
Umbrageous forest lav'd by mountain stream, 
And tenanted by birds of every plume. 
And every note, and Ocean's wide expanse 
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Peopled with tribes of every various fin ;) 

. , .... . ■ - . '• • » 

Genius of landscape picturesque ! to thee 
I tune the strain didactic ; for thy charms^ 
From greenest Boyhood caught my eager gaze ; 
And fir'd my infant Muse, on callow wing 
To mount adventurous, and attempt thy praise. 
And oh! if since, IVe sought thy best-lov'd 



haunts 



Through many a realm, or where the hardy 

Swiss, 
Beholds his icy mountains kiss the sky ; 
If e'er 'mid Cambria's cataracts subUme— 
'Mid Scotia's wildest glens— 'mid the rude scenes 
lerne boasts— my soul confess'd thee near. 
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And glow'd. with gr^teftd; wohder; bounteous 

Power, 
Deign no\f^ with kind indulgence, to assist 
My feeble efforts ! tint my Various views 
.With thy chaste colourings and my pencil aid 
To paint the wonders of thy peerless scenes !— 
Let others praise Valentia's blooming bounds. 
Or Amo's boasted Vale; be mine the spot 
I^id out in Nature's rudest, grandest; style ! 
Such as the Alpine traveller, that winds 
Along the wizard Vale of Chamouni, 
Surveys from Breval, or, the ice-'clep'd sea 
Of Montanvert ; or he that, daring, scales 
Thee> hoary Chief of Mountains^ sky-topt Blanq! 

B 2 
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&a4ama Uke tfaeae ^***^-^ atohieieme&ts ofitiy 

hand, 
Th<M ffnat Incomprehefmibie t 1 ffizet 
In silent adoration ! words are weak 
To paint th* o'erilowings of a heart surcharge 
-Struggling to vent unuttert^le prsuse I-^^ 

Can Art enamel Nature ? can the toit 
Of the tktng/orm'd surpass its Former's skill? 
Earth teems with picturesque ; Landscapes arise. 
In different climes, in different garbs, array'd: 
This, boasts grey ro(^ and mountains clad 

with pines, 
^And hoarse cascades ; that, olive-vested plains. 
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And orange groves^ whose odori^KHis gales 
Dispense around perfume. Asiapiesents 
Her spicy forests ; her Savannah 's green 
Columbia spreads, and rivers swell'd to seas. 



But when, returning from th' extremest point 
Of cloud-capt Andes ; from Hindostan's plains. 
And Ganges' sands of gold ;— or Italy, 
Enchanting land l-^— the traveller disdains 

T* explore the wonders of his native soil ; 
Why stays the Muse to turn his devious step 
To scenes surpassed by few? (whether he roam 
'Mid Alps— or Appenines — or Pyrenees^ — 
Or traverse Palestine — Formosa's isl 
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Arabia FeUx^ fenti'd by Gulf marine 
From Persian inroad— or the land of Nil 

Nubia— or Abyssinia— journeying still 
From pole to pole ; from Orellana's shores^ 
To farthest Ind ; and Zembla's realms of frost) ; 
Where Nature's self, with her own master hand^ 
Depicted beauty, or sublimity— 
NowgTflwrf, now lovely f landscapes she pourtray 'd. 
And views according with her changeful mood^-^ 
The tree-topt bill, the flower-enameird vale. 
Wide-branching forest, purple-^blossom'd heath. 
Gigantic mountain, and transparent stream — > 
And all-protecting Ocean, to defend 
From fell invader such distinguished scenes, 
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Though not pre-eminent in beauty shine ^ 
ITie eastern shores of Anglia; Norfolk boasts^ 
Romantic Cromer:— southward stretch the 

plains 
Of Suffolk — Essex — Hertford: — ^tow'rd the. 



north 



Cam leads^ through sedgy banks^ his peaceful 



stream 



That lingering, laves his Academic groves. 
Sweet are the numbers of the classic muse ! 
Man asks resources ; — ^learning's ample page 
Unfolds to view the treasured stores of Time;— 
Hence youth instruction- gleans ; hence lettered 



ease 
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Gilds life V loeijdian hour; and hoary Eld 
Is fiiniish'd for the chambers of the grave, 



Scarce from Carthusian pupilage released, 
Oxonia'8 cloistered solitudes received 
My willing feet ; Oxonia-Hschool of arts-^ 
For Learning and for Loyalty renoMrn'd. 
Hail seats of Alfred ! hail sequesteY*'d diades ! 
Amid whose placid bounds, with noiseless flight 
Years glided on ; books, and well-nurtured fiiends 
Lent wings to Time : here Addison retired 
To woo the Muse^ in Magd'len's studious cel^ 
And high-arch'd walks; and here, in Wfck^ 
ham's bowers. 
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Itie brother Wartons caught poetic fiie : 
The Bard of Fsuacy, Memory oft recalls 
With fond regret; in converse, as in song. 
Alike conspicuous : gentle Hurdis, here. 
The village annals in appropriate lays 
Tun'd to no common Lyre : here pious Jones 
Imbib'd the lore of India, doom'd to close, 
(Far from his natal soil and friends belov'd) 
A Ufe of christian worth, and lettered ^uiie« 
Here Heber's stripling Muse pourtray 'd the fate 
Of Palestine in energetic strains ; 

With early academic laurels crowned. 
Jjong is the list, immeasurably long f 
Of Alma Mater's worthies ; from the age 
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Of Bacon^ {deem'd with magic power endued 
T' encompass England with a wall of brass) 
To times, when Grenville occupies the chair. 
Left vacant erst by Portland's buried worth. 
Countless her gifted sons, since Alfred's hand 
First laid the rudiments of future Fanes, 
And Colleges, and Halls, and Domes superb ! 
In Oxford's precincts, seated near the well 
Of -hapless Rosamond> (now strongly fenced. 
To guard its crystal charge from touch impure,) 
Proudly magnificent, (the ponderous work 
Of Vanburgh, Architect of grand design 
And princely structure,) Blenheim rears its head ; 
'Blenheim, the offering of a grateful land. 
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To Marlbro's martial deeds^ and trophied &me^ 
The British Annals teem with Patriots^ Bards» 
Heroes^ and Sages vers'd in Wisdom's lore ; 
Distinguished names that mock the scythe of 

Time! 
First in the Patriotic list appears 
The name of Chatham ; Gallia's sons turn pal 
For 'tis a name that levell'd with the dust 
The might of Bourbon — 'tis a name rever'd * 
By every true bom Briton — 'tis a name — 
That shall exist, though Britain's glories &de— 
And Britain's navy rule the waves no more ! 
Numerous her list of Heroes, from the age 
Of Blake to Nelson ; and from Marlbro% fam'd 
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For courage iink'd with oooloess; to the chief 



Whose high exploits on Lusdtflnia's shore 
Have foil'd the boasted CaptaiDs of the Foe 
Before unconquer'd; long the line of Baidis^ 
From Spenser— Shakspeare—Miltonr^to the 

date 
Of Cowper ; and the border Minstrel's lay, 
" Thy forests, Windsor, 8«id thy green retreats ;** 
^' The hill of Shene ; and* Ham's embowering 

*' walks;'* 
And all the beauties of the " Vale of Thames ;" 
The Muse of Thomson, and of Pope, hasgiyen 
To live in song; what, to an humble Bard 
Like me remains, but to confirm their lays. 
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iMld^ ratify^ iiie tale ? Atieadian scenes, 
Rivals^of fempe, and Sicilian [Jains, 
l4'eeept the tribute of toy grateful ]pnaae ! 
iMid' I^ngland's pnovinces, uneonquer'd Kent,' 

•€ofispicn<ras^bine0 in ebequer'd scenery, 
^Ffbm: Dover's clifi& impending o'er the dee]^^ 
To Hawkhurst's richly interspersed domain^ 
And Tunbridge, fam'd for rill medicinal. 

And k>v6lT prospect ; Health attends theehere. 



Nurs'd in the lap of Beauty ; why recount 



Tfee aggregate of meadow, heath, and glcfl; 
Woodland, and cultivation, that attract, 
Aiid charm the eye, with sweet Tsriety ? 
Lo ! foggy Sussex spreads her line of coast, 



iJ. 
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From Hastings westward, to the shingly strand 
Of Rottingdean^ obnoxious to the breeze; 
And garish Brighton — and Southampton—o'er 
Dorsetia's downs to Weymouth's tranquil beach 
That sleeps secure in Portland's rude embrace* 
And thou^ the youth whom artless numbeift 



charm- 



If e*er to Vecta's isle thy footsteps tend, 
A lonely wanderer; deign to cast a thought 
On him, who erst in simple melody 
Breath'd soft the plaintive strain ; till snatched 

away 
To climes remote— from Mistress and from 



friend- 
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Loath to-depart, his eye liv'd on the shore. 
Till indistinctness dimmed the range of sight; 
Foi: me ;T?-thQ' Bards have left thy name unsung^ 
No trace of Vernon in the rolls of Fame— 
: Still shall my puny efforts be employed, 
From dark Oblivion's whelming shade to save 
Thy genuine worth, and powers innate of song : 
^ And, when o'er Vecta's varied scenes I roam> 
Memory, in sighs, shall whisper Vernon's nancie; 
And melancholy musings clothe my soul. 
Neighbour of Neptune's fathomless domain^ 
The humid western promontory shows 
A moisten'd surface drench'd with frequent 
showers ; 
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1 

Not unattractive to the eye of taste— 
Witness the enchanting scenery of Foy ! 
High, on a wood-envelop'd mount, appear 
Restonners Princely ruins ivy-clad. 
The seat of Comwairs Dukes in days of yore: 
Whence, from the sally-port, the well mail'd 

chief 
Outrush'd, with ponderous battle axe prepared 
'To charge the Foe ; returning home at eve, 
(Clos'd the portcullis) deep Ubations drown 
The sense of toil ; and sleep succeeds the feast. 
Fractur'd the fece of Devon ;— II fracomb 
Uprears her slaty cliflfe above the wave ; 
Dartmoor presents a desolate expanse 
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Studded with Tors ; — ^nor must unnotic'd pass 
lidford's cascade; nor Brent's conspicuous 
Fane, 

Perch'd on a rock ; nor Pomeroy^s remains 
In pictuftsque seclusion ; nor the bay 
Of Babicomb ; nor, in its sheltered nook 
Torquay; nor, Dartmouth, thy sequestered 



mart. 



Mount Edgecumbe boasts a Paradise marine; 

Nor should Obhvion shade thy rivulet. 

Arcadian Sidmouth : can the Muse ferget 

Linton's umbrageous mount, and rocky vale? 

Or linmouth's deep recess ? the banks of Teigfl 

Teem with a waste of beauty ; speckled cliffs 

c 
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Shaggy with brushwoodi : meads profuse of 

flowers; 
And every wild variety of view. 
Beyond the sterile regions of Exmoor^ 
Expand the plains of fertile Somerset : 
No common scenes attract th' observant eye 
From Cheddar's giant cliffs, to where the stream 
Of Wizard Wokey laves her woodland vale.— 
But who can paint the variegated range 
Of British landscape lovely, or sublime. 
Chequering the sur&ce of her sea-girt shores? 
Fruitless th* attempt of sublunary Bard ! 
Tho* fiird with love unspeakable of Him^ 
Th* excelling Author of his wond'rous works! 
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WIk> irdm the ciradle^ tlirough each separate 
stage 



/, 



Of Yodth and Manho^d^ checked my devioul 



course ; 



And kept my biurk firom smking^ 'mid the sea 



Of worldly troubles^ and the various ills 



^ -:' J 



That *^ flesh is heir M ; 



»» 



(The life He gave, the life He still preS6rv0|^ 
£ach mom and eve, to Him I'll raise the strain 



Of gratitude for blessings undeserved 
Too often disregarded 1— Discontent 



Should ne'er obtrude that Monster on our view- 



A thankless Christian ! IS 



C 2 
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' ' Of slender nerve— ill silited to the stcmn; U 

A calm retreat, in these tempestuous times, 

f Adulg^nt Heaven affords me ; stretch'd betweeil 

The rural tenements of Sion Hill, 

And Lansdown's steep ascent ; while, far beneath, 

Avona rolls her slowly winding wave. 

Seen partially ; and oft at dusky eve. 

The Nymph, with dank and dripping finger^ 

spreads 
Her misty mantle o'er the silent vale. 
Mixt with sulphureous fumes, the steam extends 
E'en to the foot of Sion ; — Oh forbid I 
(Protecting Genius of these infant shades, 
Rear'd by the hand of Parry ;) Oh forbid ! 



BRITISH SCENERY: SI: 



(Mounted on pinion of the sickly South) 
Th' incorporated vapour to defile 
Your empyreal realms ! elastic — ^pure— . ^ 
The food of health, and friendly to the braJii.«-% 
In dim perspective Cambria's Hills arise; 
And DundryVairy Tower: the nearskip boasts 
Much sylvan beauty ; — ^Weston's gurg'ling rill, 

ff 

And deep embosom'd site: — ^in prospect lie— * 
(Beyond the City's murky atmosphere) 
Ly ncombe^ and Widcombe ; with their wind- 
ing lanes. 
And trim suburban villas :— Prior Park— 
(Once tenanted by Allen ; once the seat 
Of aqtive worth, and hospitable cheer ; 
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By Pope and Wariburlou cQiun|^'4 Iq fiHnet) ; 
Arrests the view— a lone diw^smUi^ pUo?^ 
Of intellei^usl feasts and Attie gl@e . Y 

No more the scene ! no mor^ t^ Pocifs theme f 
Oft-tow'rd the pinfoclad ccmfines c£ the DowOp 
With desultory step I rove ;-roft, turn 
To where» secluded in the dell below^ 
Charlcombe ! thy consecrated fabrio stands^-^ 
A simple structure ;— »-with its lonely yew 
Shadowing the silent mansions of the dead: 
Inducing contemplation meet for Man ; 

t 

\ 

For Man, th* appointed victim of the Worm I 
Since all, one day, must seek the ** narrow howe*^*-^ 
The Cradle, but the Prelude to the Grave!! I 
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Ot Europe's towm the Queen, in stnictur'lf 

piide^ 

Bath stand's unrivaird ; Bath^ encirckd tfoond 

With girfle picturesque : why need I naitte • 

Stpl^? Abstbne? Wick? the fairy dale that 



winds 



Through intermingled meadQWyCopse^andgladi!^, 
And vfllages sequestered, (Freshford, Coombe, 
And Claverton,) to Bradford's puny mart ? 
Or Farley's rich domains, and antique Fane 
Grac'd with the coffin'd dust of Hungerford ? 
But liio' I praise the countless charms that 



bloom 



In Bladud's precincts ; deem not I admire 
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Hie crouded Rout, or Ball's promiscuous thKmg, 
Noxious with vapours dire : I ever shunn'd 
The motley group, where, with complacent air^ 
Self-fiiapient Folly swells his frothy note. 

And the light coxcomb shakes his mealy wulkgs^ 

Ah ! what avails the titulary glare 

Of poor Humanity ? the equipage. 

Studded with Heraldry, and gamish'd round 
With party-colour'd menials ; drawn by steeds 

In gaudy trappings proudly prancing on ? 
Loaded, (perchance) with bloated Corpulence,-— 
Purse-proud Vulgarity,— or Nothingness — 
Prating aloud of blazon'd Ancestry ; 
As if to call them from the peaceful grave# 
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To shield their puny Progeny from scom t 



4€ 



Re(ffir^ thy self .'* Well did the sage advise 



\ 
« 1 



f 



Who penn'd the jpqaxiin; Folly's confljueuce 

shun. 
And Fashion's frckle brood ; led by caprice : r 



To emulate the Rainbow^ and adorn 



J. 



This ^quicken'd clay with garbs of every fontii. / 
And every hue ; successively put on- 
First praised— and then despis 'd — and then xe^ 

sum'd— 
Such is the round of Fashion ! — could my lays 



9 



Subvert her empire I make Religion, — Ton i 
How would the Sun of Britain swift emerge 
From mental darkness ! then the rife Gazette, 
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(Bloated with crimcfi of evtxy various die) 
Would teem with records of BeaevQl^no^y 
Unsullied Honour, atid domestio bliss. ^ 
Tis not the social interchange of mind^-^ 
The sprightly repoitee-^th' enlivening glass—- 
Awakes my censure ; isuch delights I taste 
With more than common gust: but when ihe 

cop 
Ordain'd " to glad the heart of man'* curtaik 
His brief existence — ^brutifies his mind — 
And to the groveling tenant of th6 stye 



Assimilates the " human fatTn divine : 



» 



Or when the rich repast, too much indulg'd. 



To Gluttony degenerates; and forms 



J. - •- - ' * *Uv 



^^^lsu scjijij^ay^ ^. 



Of hip^oms cru4e An undig^^t^ ina^s ; ^, 

Well m^y ^^ mpjse upnusq h^x warning Yoiqe^' 
To st^pd tii^ tide of pkasui^ uniestr^un'd I 
iPoif Moderation lends a Zest to Ufe : 
Ceaseless Amuseoient breeds satiety ;•"<* 

Satif^y dipgnst ;^<*>-wlule Habit's power 

Impels her Victim* undeUghted, on 
Xbrottgh itepreation's senseless, joyless, rQMn4' 



Wm it fpr this the great Creator form'd , 



* . 



Man in hisjtmagfe? gave him rules to guide 
His erring footsteps in the paths of life ? 
3adf bim his Maker /ooe;*— his Maker /ear; 
Nor bow l|he neck to idols; but e^ctend 
His viqw to pther reftlais beycmd the Qra^v? ? 
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Of dread importance to a Being, doom'd 
'Fexist in endless Bliss, or endless Pain, 
Is time mispent, and talents misempk>y'd ! 
Are Card&and Dress the grand concerns of life ? 



Is Dissipation ** Beings end and aim f 



i>9 



Man's designation here ? the star in the j^t 
That points the way to Immortality ? 
Why then, th* Almighty's fiat was misplac'd. 
Who breathed in man a soul the foe of Dust; 
Tho' cag'd in matter, lingering to be free; 
To burst its earthly prison, and rejoin 
The Cherub choir, that hymn the great Triune 
Incessant, and the Babe in manger laid 

ft 

At BetMehenJ, who gave his spotless life 
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for mankind ; uaequalUd gift f 
ij^yond iconception of Mortality I 
Yet humbled and degraded for our sakes^ 

r 

The Lord of life expired upon the cross ! 
A man of many sorrows ! worn with grief— r 
And measureless dismay! bow'd down with 



cnmes. 



The aggregated sum of all the race 
That sprung from Eve! and expiated all 1 1 ! — 
The great atonement made ; and pangs endur'd 
Pastmortal sufferance ; on his sun-bright throne^ 

.Martyrs* and Angels, he triumphant sits ; 
While countless Seraphim unceasing raise 
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The eternal Peati ;— 't^orihy Hkmtb teigmi 






Undoubted King of KiUgs f and l/ntA (X Letfd«l^ 
The Lamh of God ;«-to slaught«r \eAf&r JUfMff^ 
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But humbler theme» de^etiptive daidi fbft 

song. 
And check digression's elevated stra^. ' 
Wilts boasts Stonehenge, hf ittstic witlings 

decm'd 



The work of Satan, who from etre tiU ittoni 
Dehr'd deep the infemal trench thtough treeleis 

plains 
Where the lone shepherd saunters with bis£[odle». 
Stourhead presents a wilderness of chains : 
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And grandeur marks Thynne's luminaus abod^4 
Say, sh&ll unheeded pass thy sylvan scenes 
Province of Glostet ? wheth^ Clifton's locki 
Precipitous, whote salutary riUs 
Bid gaunt Marasmus flee ; or Rodbro's vale ; 
Or Malvern's shelvy steep ; arrest the step 
Of Prospect-loving Wanderer leisure^blest ; 
Or where Hygeia, rosy^visag'd maid. 
Her tresses laves in Chelt'nam's healing springs* 
Hail to the soil that usher'd into life 
The Bard of Avon! softly flow its stream 
To time's remotest date I by Warwick's pile, 
(Th 'imposing seat of warriors now no more,]i 
And thati rude cliff, where Guy, (as legends teU) 
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A self-inflicted penance long endur'd ; 

Guy> fam'd for prowess ; — still the Travler isee» 

Hie penitential cave ; and living rill 

That slak'd his thirst, with foliage overhung; 

Tasteful retreat of Greathead ; why recallt 

To tortur'd recollection ? why recall. 

To the sad Sire, the self-instructed youth. 

Untimely nipt in blossom premature ? 

Of early promise ! and of early fate ! 

Dear to the eye of taste, there still remain 

Deathless memorials of the Stripling's power 

To bid the canvass live, and full pourtray 

The souFs resemblance in the speaking face ; 

Witness the Corsican's insidious look ! 
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Witness the Cave of comfortless Despair ! 
Who has not heard of Lyttleton's retreat- 
Umbrageous Hagley ? who not known the 

worth. 
Of him who moum'd his Lucy's timeless fate 
In elegiac strains ? or Leasowes' groves. 
Responsive erst to Shenstone's rural pipe? 
Shenstone, the pensive Bard, who there attun'd 
His past'ral lays ; told Jesse's hapless tale ; 
And Dawson's love, and melancholy doom. 
Nor must Staffordia lose her meed of praise : 
Nor Worcester's meads, through which Sabrina 



winds 
Her sinuous course ; nor proud Salopians plainit 

D 
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Seen froirj the Wrekin's sky-aspiring peak ; 
Nor Kymin's terrass'd height ; noryaga'&stveam 
Tlijit fiructilies Pomona's fevourite soil i 
Tintem's monastic ruin strikes the eyp 

Of heedless Wanderer on her margin green. 
And curtain'd cliffs ; where oft the Artist takes 
His silent stand, and limns the mouldering {Niie« 
Cambria presents a many-featur'd coast, . 
And rude interior ; deep indented vales 
Wpm by cascades, and ma;sses rear'd aloft ; 

» 

Snowdon, Plinlimmon, aod the crag-crowa'd 

bulk 
Of Cader Idris; stretching o'er a tr^ujt. 
Of vassal hills, and torrent* water'd dales. 
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Mawddach, and Pistil Cain ; — and seaward, on 
To Barmouth's strand, and Harlech's time* 



worn towers. 



L(»id roais the surgeon Tenby's cavem'd shore. 
Nor distant 1^, Kilgarren's turrets lean 
0*er TKvy's subject wave : the vale of Neath 
Resounds with cataracts,— from Melincourt, 
And Aberdyllis, to the district wild 
Of Ystradvelty ; by the currents fed. 
Of Purthin, Tragath, Efepsey, and the stream 
Of subterranean Melta, from a cave 
Emerging fast by Hepsey 's sheltering curve ; 
A watery sheet impervious to the storm. 
When clouds embattled pour their volumes down. 

D2 
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A tract o'er ircm-bowell'd mountains, leads 
To Merthyr's seats volcanic; dayandniglit 
The fusing furnace spouts sulphureous flame. 
Wild are thy moors C wmystwith !. deep.thy glens 
Scoop'd by the torrent ; — ^Mynach's double arch 
Breasting the chasm'd cliff embrowned with 

shade, 
(From ledge to ledge whence, repercussive, fidls 
A chain of cataracts, with mingled roar,) > 
Presents a scene which Fancy's magic touch 
Can scarce embellish ! — Hafod next appears 
With Alpine bridge suspended o'er the gul^ 
Chain'd to the rifted rock;— th' indignant 



stream, 
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ChaPd by conflicting pebbles, brawls along 
To Aberystwith, whence, in fragile bark 
Freighted to Newry, I adventurous pass'd 
Th' opposing wave, and gain'd leme's shore.— 
Hillsrise on hills; o'er mountain, mountain 

peers; 
Around the spot from faithful Gelert nam'd ; 
(Hapless and ill requited, here a grave. 
The murdered guard from his repentant Lord . 
Received, from thence tJie place Beddgelert 
caird, 
(The grave of Gelert,) stretching tow'rd the 



straits 



Of Menai, on to Mona's Druid* isle. 
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Nor must the Muse omit old Conway's (;j^£b 
Skirting the deep ; from whence the niaddening 

Bard, 
His hoary locks wide streaming to the wind,— • 
Denouncing vengeance on the scepter'd crest 
Of ruthless Edward, Cambria's fellest foe— 

(As sung the lyre of Gray) indignant plung'd; 
Instant engulph'd amid th' overwhelming surge» 
And swallow'd in its fathomless Abyss,— 
Hail mystic scenes ! romantic visions hail f 
Where — (were not sublunary bliss deny*d 
To mortal man, by Heaven's all*wise decree,) 
Th* extatic soul might wander unconfin'd. 
Nor lift to happier realms its lengthened view; 
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But diain^d to dust ; the nobler part extincb** 



Pant still to be a woim, and linger here.^ 
Happy the man whose well-acfcorded miild 
Tumultuous passions flee ! with heart attun'd 
To Natore's minstrelsy ; whose every sense 
Vibrates responsive to the tunefiil choir 
That hne the hedge, or quiver on the bough. 
Loading the gale with wild untutored sounds. 
To him this " visible diurnal sphere,'* 
Surmounted by its glorious canopy. 
Imparts sensations, noble — ^vast— sublime- 
Such as the plodder on this earthly scene 
Nor feels ;— nor comprehends ; a moving clod 
Absorpt in love of gain : to whom this globe. 



-\ 



40 BRITISH SCEMEBY. 



This wonder of Creation, yields no charms. 
Disrobed of self; contracted narrow self r 
Interest bis God, to whom be immolates 
Eacb finer feeling, and eacb nobler aim. ^ 
I love tbe cbild of Nature, formed to taste 

Her glowing prospects ; o'er ber varied views 
To gaze with eye of rapture; and adore . \' 
Th' Almighty cause ! th* Artificer supreme !— 

Fruitless the chase of him who pants for wealth 
Or worldly grandeur : what is wealth, or power. 
To tbe poor tenant, whose precarious term 
Each hour may cancel ? every moment end ! 
Why, mad Ambition, covet wreaths that fade ? 
Grasp at immortal palms, more fitting Man, - 
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And twine celestial laurels round thy brow I 
More blest the commoners^ who know no wants 
But those of Nature ; on her bounty kA ; 
Ah ! happier far than those that proudly boast 
Much glittering trash in ample coffers stor'd. 
To purchase what? too oft no trivial share 
Of fancied ills^ and mind*distracting cares ; 
Men hackney 'd in the intercourse of men : 

A mean terrestrial herd, with visage prone, 
And darkened eyes, that blink the light of 

heaven ; 
Unvers'd in records of futurity: 
Nor reek that He^ whose voice omnipotent 
Gave Being birth, and formed th' amazing whole ; 
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Hatb^ by his ward unchangeable, declarM, 
Not in the number of possesions here 
Consists the life of transitory Man ; 
But in conforming to his laws divine :-«« 
Sudi the decree of Him, whose dread controul 
.Confounds the wisdom of the worldly wise. 
And couples Knowledge with Humility. 
Throughout the volume of created things. 
The Christian student sees th' Almighty's hand 
And owns the work divine ! whatever the theme. 
Through every varying subject,matchless still ! ! ! 



Scant is the Cambrian's cottager's repast. 
And mean his shed ; tho' form'd of British mould 
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Unconscious of alloy. — Nor, far removed 

England's Vale RoyaU fam'd for fruitful kine 

Profuse of juice nectareous; Lupus swayed. 

In elder times, her Norman citadel. 

And cowslip-scented pastures : safe from foes 

In waird security, the Palatine 

Invasion's haughty menace proudly scOTn'fL-* 



Daughters of Albioo listen to my strain ! 
If jural scenes, and sweet simplicity. 
Can charm the Fair, the strain, I ween, may 

please ; 
Perqhance instruct : oft in the lowly cot 
Dwell white-rob'd Truth, and seemly Modesty, 
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Known by the ready blush and down cast look 
That paint: the guileless soul.^Beside a heath 
Where Deva, erst by Britons sacred deem'd* 
Through many a glen glides murmuring to the 



mam. 






Long liv'd a peasant pair ; their cottage rear'd 
"Full on a slope, and backed with hazel copse. 
Composed a simple rural solitude. 
Up with the lark Amyntas rose to tend 
is fleecy charge, and snufFthe fragrant morn. 



Nor on the winter eve were absent means 



To cheat the lingering hours ; in greener days 
The Sage imbib'd the love of lettered lore. 
And well could ken whatever of varied theme 
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Britannia's Bards in strains mellifluous sung : 

Though age long since had changed his locks 

to grey. 

Firm on his brow sat reason unimpaired. 

And bearded wisdom ; while, at evening's close 
The good old man unlocked his secret store 

Of Knowledge, treasured from the chequered 



scenes 



Of many a year, and pour*d th' instructive lay. 
Temperance presided o'er their meals, unskill'd 
To burthen Nature with the oppressive load 
Of unconcocted aliment ; — ^their wants 
Were few, and soon supplied ; while Peace and 



Health 



^ 
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DifFus'd perpetual sunshine o'er their miiidd. 
One only Daughter bless'd their eve of days^ 
Grentle, and good> and beauteous v-^o' her 



form 



No glossy vesture decked, or suit superb :— 

ITie rich tiara, and the purple robe. 

Are impotent to lend the movement grace. 

Or add the dignity that virtue gives. 

Such Aniia was ; — nor was desert outweighed 

By blaiid indulgence ; for her artless soul 

Was pure' as upland Ether ; mild as showers 

That bid the varied vernal landscape bloom. 

Feac from the confluence of the great and gay, 

(Those foes professed of Time, that heedless plunge 
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In Disi^pation's wide engulphing sea. 
Lest Heavcai' s best gift amidst this vale of team 
Celestial Reason should assert her sway. 
Pointing the swift, tho' silent, lapse of years 
That silver o'er the unsuspecting head ;) 

» 

Far fton]^the magic goblet drugg'd with death-^ 
In all-accomplish'd Innocence she shone. 
Till, from the crowded mart of Fashion, came 
A yputb of faultless form, but mind deprav*d«-«^ 
Skiird in Seduction's wily arts, estranged 
From principle and goodness: why recount 
The perjured process of a heart betray 'd? 
As droops the pendent Flowret, when its term 
Of blown existence frosty winter ends. 
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And dries its leafy honours ; so appeared 



Sad Anna's faded form, whose spotless mind^ 
Once emblem of the whitest Lily, shone. 
Yet Spring's soft breath shall bid the Flow'ret 



Rear its green head, and renovate its frame- 
But what shall bud the blasted stem of Honour ? 
Or bid lost Innocence grow white once more? 
Three tedious Moons the anguish'd Mourner 

pin'd ; 
The fourth arose to glimmer on her tomb. — 
Her Parents sorrowing pass'd their shortened 

Years: 
Mistaken pair! whose witless trust betray'd 



BRITISH SCENERY. 49 



^eir daughter to the tempter, in the school 
Of Fashion and of Folly deeply read. 
Poisoning her ear with tales of pomp and glare. 

The gew gaw meteors of the simple mind. 
Can Pomp or Power enlarge life's narrow 

span? 
Can Riches pay the forfeit of misdeeds 
At Heaven's eternal Bar ordain'd to meet 



Just retribution ? trust the feithful Muse— 



A lowly state is more than Grandeur blest. 
If Peace and Virtue sanctify the Vale.— 
Numerous the ills of public life ; — assail'd 
By low-souFd Envy, and th' envenomed tongue 
Of carping Democrat ;— no worth escapes 

B 
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TV obstreperous fry ;r— whose sacrilegious hands 
From Pitt's unsmirched brow would- pluck tiuJ 



wreath 



Which aye shall bloom unfading o'er his um I 
And oh, my country 1 much I grieve to note- 
A crime of deepest die : th' historiap^e 
Charged with memorials of these latter times^ 
Shall tell, how 'mid assembled Senators— 
Within th^. purlieus of St, Stephen's walls-— 
Grim, Murder took his stand; — ^and singled out 
No common victim!— hg-d the Villain fell'd 
Some pseudo Patriot, or fierce Demagogue,; " 
(Firebrands, aflijd poisoners of the populace)--- 
Such prating plagues jthe n^on well had spar'd! 
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D^^iiot' I plead A^ia^iiuition's cause, 
Stainpt' Tcith die Qurse of H^veii— whatev^ 



hand 



V i i 



InjQict the bloi;^! but when its v^ngeaiice fallsr 
On'fa€bds like Perceval^; the mortal stroSie. 
Descends with tripled bane : thd steersman goii^. 
The veatel of the state is tufti'c^ adrift;— • 
Left shelt^less to struggle with the stbrmV ' 
And shtm th' engulphing rocks of Anarchy I— 
Righted at lengthy the rising gales of Hope . 
Inflate the canvass, and her steady course . 
OPropel ^fer ironi the whirlpools of Despair i — ' 
And may tba^ Pow^r tfafiit ^plciBites: thb Whiii- 
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That stills the People's rage ; or guides the storm 
Full on its destined pointy — ^protect our Isle!— 
The Constitution now our strenuous aid 
Imperatively claims, th' unrivaird boast 
Of Britons ! by our wise Forefather's planned. 
On Freedom's base the glorious Fabric stands^ 
Woe.to the impious hand that strives to mine 
Its firm foundations I woe to him who dares 
Th' amalgamation nice of Church and State 
Subject to Foreign influence ! one by one 
Remove its barriers ;— till the corner stone 
At length gives way ; — and Britain is no more! 
I love the tone of Charity ;— it speaks 
The Christian ! — ^Toleration too I love;— 
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And Persecution for Religion's sake 
My soul revolts at ! — ^But I deprecate. 
Concession and Encouragement to those, 
Th' Adherents of th* Apocalyptic whore- 
Smarting beneath predicted chastisement ; 
Lest, haply, made partakers of their plagues. 
This favoured Nation court the lash of Heaven ! 
For well I know Infallibility 
Is God!s Prerogative ; no Attribute 
Of frail Mortality ; tho* plac'd on hijgh 
Seated in chair PontiiicaI*-?^nd arm'd 
With more than Apostolic power ; but deem'd, 

■s. 

(By superficial heads, and lukewarm hearts) 
** The Baby of a Girl .'"—Indifference 



iSA ^^Tjm .8Qm¥W^ 



To things <Uy we, (<^ .^el^llt ^Qbemes MlwO 
Rob'd in t^^ garb of I^jbierality--- 

(The i§jd$fatum of ^ Yeiu4 jage) 

Misna]apL'4> ;an/(^ queued for jd^e wMist of (^nds;<PT^ 

Is Tremfm in tlu follower of the CrosfHt 



Qf British prospect, in its variou9 forms 
Much yet remains unsung ;— the spany s|bor^ 
That line the cavern'd entrails of the Peak ; 
Cromfqrd's romantic site y Matlpqki (r^resh'd 
By Derwent rippling through her wpod-friag'd 

The c^tpUated dale of Middleton ;i 

And Buxto]:^'s moorland di^ricjt bleak and b^e. 
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Next Kierwood, once re^nsive to the hbm 
Of outlaw Hobin knd his giteen-wood clan, 
(As ancittit legfends tdll) invited thie ^tain ;^-i- ' 
Now gratM witfi Ducal Mansions; Norfolk's 



chief- 



Bordering on Worksop; Clumber's snliling 

bounds. 
By Pelhahi's liberal taSte adbrh'd ; and la^t 
Welbeck's maje^tib turrets ddd in shade*-— 
Few are the chatitls of lincolii's marsh tit wold ; 
Yet can she boast her Mirister's sacred Fahe 
Rival of Yotk ; stnd Bo^tbti's totrer unique; 
And LoUth'd conspiicdotis spire; £ilid Heriliit 



m\. 
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Ingenious work of JoUand's curious hand ; 
Of Ismail dimensions, — but of nice design. 
Comprising much of mind in little space.*— 
Ebor can boast a spacious tract, enrich'd 
With many-colour'd landscape, discrepant 
In form and hue, from Fountain's hallow'd pile» 
And Studley's green diversified domain, 
Coastward to Scarbro's billow-^beaten shore. 
In mountain prospect Craven towers sublime. 
By giant Ingleborough over-peer'd. 
And loftier Whernside ; Gordale's precipice 
Appals the gazer's eye ; and Weathercot 
Delves through the central soil her deep cascade^ 
Near Durham's confines bounded by the Tees, 
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England unfolds to view her land of lakes, 
Keswick, and Conistoh, and Windermere ; 
And, (from Dunmallet's piny top descry'd) 
Ulswater, fed by Emont's silver stream. 



Kirk»wald's precincts, vocal with the sound 



Of cascatellas rushing dovra the steeps 

To rocky-channeird Eden, court the eye 

Of Tourist journeying northward towVd the 

mound, 
Uprais'd by Roman hands in days of yore 
Tarrest th' incursions of their painted foes* 
Perch'd on the Grampian ridge> in gloomy state. 
Shrouded in vapour, Scotia's Genius cow'rsH— 
And eyes her wide domain : then mounting, soan 
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On dusky {nnion o'er th' unequal range 

Of billowy mountains; where fli' abounded 



sense 



Is borne aloft on Contemplation's wings 
To realms beyond the stretch of mcotal ken« 

« 

In landscape diverse, Caledonia shines 
Pre-eminent; of aspect grand and wild ;— 
Land of the towering Pine, and wizard Gleii I 
Matchless her Lochs and Rivers; need I name 
Lomond's lagune chequer'd with tnady istn Isle^ 
Distinct in garb and fc^m ? Athol's doitiain ;— - 
And thine Argyle ! boast intermingled tracts 
Romantic, rich with forest^ frith, and dell^ 
And limpid brook o'er canopied with i^iade* 
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Beho\dwhev&, through a Boreal Tempe, wi^d 
TheQyde^pdLevenl that, with ewelVa^m^ 
The wealth of GlaigoWt loaded; this, reooirn'd 
By him :&m Bard who 4?radled on h^ hsaiksp 
Framed foi^ }m Psu^eat i^ream the Doric lay* 
Thi^ globed Ploughman^ on the bankis of Ayr,; 
With magic touch struck deep the tunefijlshelU 
The change of Seasons, and the calm delights > 
Of Industry^ descriptive Thomson sung 
In artless lays ; the happiest elements 
Popapoe'd bis frame; no yenom'd satire soil'd . 
A pen de^^Qted to the cause unique 
Of Nature and of God : Philanthropy 
JPfiSfSst bis inmost soul ; and Britain's weal 



60 BRITISH SCENERY. 



Incessant sounded firom his pensive string. 
Needless to tell of Scotland's ample store 
Of literary wealth ! — ^for Intellect^ 
Amid the rugged regions of the Norths 
Ripens as well, as in the gilded plains 
Where warmer suns, and richer harvests rise. 
For force of mind, and love of classic lore. 
Conspicuous are her sons ; to toil inur'd 
From greenest years; by high atchievement 

known. 
And virtuous daring ; men of temperate souls ; 
An iron-sinew'd race ; of cool resolve. 
Deliberately brave— and fix'd as Fate I — 
Who has not heard of Wallace ? Patriot chief! 
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Or Cheviot's deadly feud ? « To hunt the Deer 



U 



With hound and horn Earl Douglas took his 



way: 



9> 



There, in dire conflict with th* opposing might 
Of dauntless Percy, fem'd for deeds of arms. 
The gallant Chieftain fell ! the fatal chase 
Became the theme of legendary Bards. 
Taymouth's sequestered vale, and lake of glass. 
No common notice claim : Breadalbane owns 

> 

These feiry regions ; by his fostering care. 
The highland craggs are iledg'd with springing 

shade. 
And Arcady is ^* open'd in the Wild!" 
What tho' for many a league a desert drear. 
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'l^atlr;^ aiid^tireeless, darkei]f»)on'the'VH59n^p > 
WicmeasiJefti'Angm, to the ruder dseirdir ' 
Of utmost Kilda ? soft urbanity . 
!l^dlvades the plaided children of die soilt* 
Ai»d their turf built huts in peace they'dt^el!, 
Unenvying and unenvied by tte crot*^^ 
Simple their lives ; — but tainted not withMoe^ 
Ambition— -Avarice— those terrestrial ^eivdil' 
That tempt frail man to barterHeaveufor Earth, 
And, ft>r a shadow, quit substantiar bliss.— *•• 
Region denuded, desolate^ and drear, 
I hail thy brown expanse ! full on my^ soul 
The Chiefs of Morven rush ; in mental vie#^ « 
I see the Warrior-Bard attune his harp, 
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And hear the sound symphonious;'— Fingal's 



form 



Gigsmtic^ seated in the hall of shells^ 
Imagination bodies^ to my aght.— » 
Of mild demeanour axe the Scottish Damei^^ 
NoTi uninform'd >; more skilFd in useful arts, 
Than^fiippery graces;^ like the Gossamer^ 
These fade and shrivel at the touch of Time; 
While t/w^e stiU shincy unconscious of decay. 
With added Justre to the close of life. 
Of different texture from their quondam Queen, 
Ill-starr*d Maria! whose untimely fate 
Qbscmr'd the glories of Eliza^s reign. 
Nurs'd in the bosom of luxurious Gaul, 
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The aU-accomplish'd Dame imbib'd the lore 
Of winning softness, of attractive smiles. 
And courtly graces ; — ^while the mind produced 
A specious harvest of unwholesome weeds. 
That chok'd Religion's seed, and undermin'dL 
Th^ strength of Reason ; neither purpose firm^ 
Nor fix'd resolve, could harbour in a soul 
Dissolved in pleasures ; in the net ensnar'd 
Of worldly grandeur ; by the fawning crew 

Sated with adulation : nerveless she 

/ 

To wield the rod of Empire ; reconcile 
The jarring interests of contending chiefe— 
And hush the waves of turbulence to peace. 
Temperate, but firm, should be the arm of Power ; 
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A friend to Peace, when Honour sheathes the 



sword- 



But '^ Hon mettkd!* when Britannia's weal 

Impels her warlike progeny to arms : 

Then let the Despot fear ! — ^tho' million slaves^ 

In martial panoply begird him round. 

Our free-bom sons shall shake them to the 



winds !• 



THE TOCSIN; 



AN ADMONITORY AND DESCRIPTIVB 



POEM. 



FIRST PRINTED IN 1811. 



YET forty days I (prophetic Jonah cry'd) 



9. 



Yet forty days ! and Nineveh's destroy d i 
Struck with the warning voice, her sons repenl^ 
Their hair disheveird, and their garments rent; 
The Monarch own'd th* Almighty's sentence 

just. 
And soil'd his purple mantle in the dust ; 
Degrading sackcloth o'er his limbs was spread-«-< 
Repentant ashes sprinkled on his head« 

F2 



68 THE TOCSIN. 



The God of Mercy heard them when they 

cried— 
And laid th' uplifted Thunderbolt a^de!~ 
When now o*er Europe's widely weltering 

plains. 
The lurid star of Desolation reigns ;— 
When the destroying Angel, hovering near^ 
Scatters the seeds of Pestilence and War ; 
Let firitain, humbled in the dust, deplore 
llie deadly crimes that taint her favour'd shore ; 

Her altered manners-— her unbounded pride— 
And cast her rags of Righteousness aside; 
To Mercy's source prefer incessant pray'r. 
Her sins to pardon, and her sons to spare ! 
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. Hail to the Bard, whose truth^attested rhymes 
Can lend the passing hour to after times ! 
Hail to the Seer, with delegated power 
To make Mankind improve the passing hour! 
In each event, Jehovah's hand espy ; — 
In each occorrence, read the Deity ;— 
Arrest the Worldling in his mad career ;— « 
And teach the daring Infidel to fear! 
And, (e'er the solemn silence of the tomb 
Excludes all hope, and ratifies his doom,) 
Amend the error of his former wavs^— 
And tune his altered note to songs of Praise* 
Oh! might my lays contribute to enrol 



In Heaven's high Archives, one immortal soul 1 



f 
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T^e^ Woridting, ttOoe % h6aateA' WeAih, 
' and Poweiv- ' ' 

But leave to me the hearti-i^proving hour t 
The hour that gives foretaste of joys abdve. 
Of boundlesi^ M^oy, and redeenpting Love.-~*« 
But while ardutid the sboum of. batde roaxsM^ . 



Andie^li Nf^poleon threats our sistier shwcis ;-^. 
Why in light sports th? ioipottaot^time^nplQyP 
In sot^ aiid;daQce>. aiid aU tilieimaee of Joy ? 
Wh3^% the vacaot houis in airf ring ? 
Why wake to ecstasy the trembling string? 
Thouigk Brahfun waft our senses to the skiev 
And Haiders sti;9)m in powerfU: grandeur 



m^'t. 
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Buoytopit on air-— the Power of Music floats^ 
And female voices add their mellow notes : 
Soft as the sober-suited Nightingale^ 



Hoiis'd in the thicket of sonie silent vale. 



♦ • 



At eve's stiH dosing pours the song of woe ; 
So soft^-so sweet—fthe mdtipg accents flow; 
NbWf inrild as whispeiingosiers breathe the strains. 
Or breezes mild that kiss the veri^ plains; 
The roof resounds with trillsand warblings clear, 
And the long^ cadence lingers on the ear.--^ 
Degenerate Romans in the ranks advsmce. 
Shriek the shrill note, or thread the mazy danc^ ; 
FitxaiL£kd&l(iTeaiaid,and genialclimes,tibey come, 
Ee'n fk>m the pteciiioi^ of degraded Rome !-^ 
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Leaving their Parent soil, and fruitful ptains. 

For rmigher regionsF--but for greater gains.--^ 

Enchanting Italy I in days of yore— , 

My youthful footsteps pressed tibiy favoured shore : 

Und of green forests, and pellucid streams. 

Of Fairy landscapes, and poetic dreams,-*^ 

Land of the shadowy mount— the shelvingdeU*— 

How could thy Poet bid such scenes farewell ! 

Thy beauties did the love of verse infuse. 

And rapt his soul in Nature and the Muse. 
Ethereal Poesy ! whose magic power. 
Can still the breast 'mid sorrows darkest hour ; 
JBome on thy wings th* unbodied spirit flies--- 
Mounts up alofl, and claims its kindred skies ; 



:• ». 
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*Piy Philters can the ills of life assuage. 
Enrapture Youth, and thaw the frost of Age? 
Give joys to which no Worldling can aspire. 
The slave of Earth, and Prisoner in the mire ;— 
For search around, how rare to see combined 
The man of Money — ^with the man of Mind I 
Can the low soul, concentered in itself— 
Consuming days and nights in heaping pelf. 
Feel the keen glow, when Inspiration reigns, 
With force olectric through the Poet's veins r^ 
When dead to sublunary hopes atid fears. 
The World, with all its baubles, disappears — 
While Fancy's power anticipates the day. 
When the freed soul shall quit its cage of clay ! 
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Some seek a foreign clime« in hope' to" gam- 
Respite from woe^ or slow-consuming pain ; • 
Courting Oblivion's aid, the tortured brtSast 
To soothe, and give the wounded spirit rest. 
Mistaken Man! whose erring, views expand' 
B^ond the limits of thy destin'd land; 
That land, where Liberty's propitious miile^ 
With countless blessings crowns her fev'rite Isl^. 
In vain---(invoking oft the prosperous gale,) 
We spread to Europe's marts the swelling saill 
In vain"-^mad search for happiness,) e^qplore 

The world of waters, and the distant shore ! 
For not beyond the vast Atlsuitic main. 

Perennial Peace asserts her golden reign ; 
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.ISid PdaTi re^ns^ and peipetual i^M 

Still tfapobs die bfeast, still burstg the sigh^ of 



woe. 



No abject vassal of a dimeif-~the mi 



Uiiehangiiig.still in varying sc^es^ we find; 



'Mid froz^ tractsh-^'mid wastes of solar dayt^ 
The .uprightly lark still trills her jopuad' lay> i 
And, though transplanted to a lighter soil, 
Wh6ie;iimth and dance the circling houn b«« 

guile^ 
StilL Bbilomel her love-lorft state shall wail^ 
StiUioad, with, pensive melody, the gale. 
Pleasure, too oft, attracts the vagrant train^ 
To the bland confines of Italians plain^ 
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Where soft delights^ with melting music jinti% 
Unfit for manly toil^ the nerveless mind. 
Others, intent on nobler aims;, explore 
Her ruin'd structures, and her classic shore ; 
Apxiousto view the clime, where Fame unfurl'd 
Her hundred banners to th' admiring world ; 



Those favoured realms where double summers 



bloom; 
Where tow'rs, in great decay. Imperial Rome. 

But first description's pencil France demands, 
For Gallia first on Fashion^s tablet stands ; 

There Pleasure reigns supreme, nor knows 

CQutroul, 

Debases reason, and unmans the soul ; 
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There airy sports the vacant hours employ— 
There the light native trips the round of 

joy- 

A noble monument let Gallia raise, 

In dress and ^hion still be her's the bays ; 

Hereafter let recording annals tell. 

That in amusements Grallia could excel : 

Her splendid palaces extending wide ; 

Her Theatres superb ; her structured pride ; 

Still let her boast; of gaudy nothings proud: 

Still be her natives^ trifling, vain, and loud. 

But may ingenuous Worth, and Virtue, 
smile 

Pn the blunt manners of our ruder Isle ! 
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While steady Wisdom guides eadi well-pwdgh^l 

plan. 
And Worth, hot outward trappings, ^speaks the 



man; 



Nor e'er may Gallic levity, i 

The nobler mansion of a British breast! 

But lo ! aloft the towering Alps arise— 

Rear their gigantic heads, and seem to prop 

the skies ! 
See where Geneva's lengthened lake, displays 
Romantic scenes that claim the meed of 

praise! 
Behind Savoia's icy hills appear. 
That mock the influence of the changing year; 
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^ I 



While 'twixt thie cliffs impetuous hurries on 
Tjf^p fl9simig fury of the rapid Rhone, 
lliese blooming bounds, historic records show# 
Gaife thy ieccentric genivis birth, Rousseau; 
Would t^ the Muse thy monument could raise, 
And:giive thy wit and manners equal praise ! 
But Virtue every tie, save Truth, disdains— 
BkffHlp^tes none--and asks impartial stiains. 
Unhappy man ! in breasts too prone to fed*r-' 
Wifli dire effect thy noxious maxims steal; 
Wl^le to their cost, lamenting Parents find 
Tbdr pleasing poison taint the tender mind. 
Great advc)cate for Nature's empire, say. 
If she alone should rebel Passions sway. 
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Why Reason ^ ven her errors to controul ? 
And why^ that useless thing th' Immortal Soul ? 
Ini^inct — sufficient for the meaner beast- 



Had then sufficed to guide the 

Happy the man who Cenis' height attains^ 

While the last vintage lingers on the plains. 

E'er Frost the floods with icy fetters binds ; 

E'er from their caverns rush the warring winds; 

Amaz'd he sees another world appear— 

Indulgent seasons, and a fairer year : 

With milder influence breathes the soften'd gale^ 

That waves the leafy pride of Suza's vale.— • 

Fain would I paint the richly varied scene. 

Where rise thy stately turrets, blest Turin f 
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Adolphus there, in war and council, great. 
Made thee (obscure before) a regal seat : 
When placid Cynthia sheds her silver beam. 
How sweet to wander by thy classic stream. 
Far fem'd Eridanus! and view around. 
Thy smiling banks with waving forests crown'd. 
Sea-circled Venice next demands the strain, 
A wond'rous city, seated in the main ;— 
Queen of the Adriatic wave — ^to thee 
Italia ow'd her valued liberty ; 
The haughty Ottoman long folt thy sword. 

That spum'd subjection to a Pagan Lord.— 
Hail Rome ! uniquely great — 'twas tiiine t'obtain 
Ascendancy supreme o'er humbled Man ; 
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Since not to martis^ deeds along ponfio'd 
Thy power could vasfialize the not4er mind: 
Thy conquering legions laid the mighly 



low- 



Thy breath made Europe's proudest mooarchs 

bow. 
E'en how some remnants of thy pristine state 
Remain stupendous, and in ruin great 



Entire Vitruvius' matchless Dome appears, 
Th' increasing wonder of succesdve years ; 
Nor shall thy structure, Buonarotti, claim 
In&rior notice in the rolls of Fam^f 
The Amphitheatre's s^ugust renminsh^ 
The niutilated shafts^ and mouldering,£smesF-- 
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^llie Arch triumphal richly storied o'er — 
Attest the arts of Rome in days of yore: 
No limits could her general Empire bound— ^ 
For Genius, Arms, and Eloquence renown'd ! 
'TVas here, the glory of the Mantuan plains. 
Immortal Maro, pour'd his polish'd strains ; — 
Here Tasso with poetic phrenzy glow'd ;— 

Here— Ariosto's magic numbers flowed ; 
Hero— -Metastasio dramatized his lays ;— 
Here— Petrarch tun'd his reed to Laura's praise ; 
And here— recumbent in the myrtle grove- 



Soft Guarini smoothed the strain of love ; — 

Sweet son of harmony— how rich thy song ! 

What honied accents trickled from thy tongue! 

o a 
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Tenderer, than love-despairing Damsel's sighs! 
Softer, than Sylphid's airy symphonies ! 
Here— crown'd with crimson laurels, JuUus 



shone— 



Unpeopled realms, and made a worid his 



own; 



Unhappy Julius ! doom'd, too late, to find 
Man's hopes deceitful — and Ambition blind.* 
Here too— 'the guardian of the public weal> 
Persuasive Tully, nurs'd his Patriot Zeal : 
Soft as the sober liris glides along-—* 
Or as the torrent of Vultumus, strong- 
He oratory's ductile powers display'd. 
And all her various arts by turns essay'd.— 



THE TOCSIN. 85 



1 

But nobler palms self-conquering Scipio won-*— 
Whose worth Iberia's hostile jecOTds own ; 

Iberia?Ti»where the youthful Victor glow'd 

« 

Invincible— and half-appear'd a God !— 
To swell the pomp^ and crown his trophied fame, 
Depress'dr^ra purple-vested Princess came ; 
With gracefhl ease her wanton tresses way'd. 
Her matchless beauty every heart enslaved ; — 
Behind— ^her captive Lord mov'd slow along. 
The fettered victim of the gazing throng : 
O'er her fair form a silent sadness hung ; — 

Imperfect accents falter'd on her tongue ;— 
Tho' much she wished— grief left no power to tell 
How dear the life of him she lov'd so well !— 
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The car-borne Ccmquerot mai^'d ber loTefy 



fear 



Heard the deep sigh*— and saw the startkig tear ; 
His godlike heart a generous flame ocmfess^d— • 
And all the Roman glow'd within his breast !— - 
Forbid it Heaven! (he cried) No!— *ho' I feel 
Through every pore Love's subtle poison stead-*-* 
Tho* fires— (unfelt before)— my breast inflame. 
And Love, resistless Despot, conquers Fame! 



•ii-tii 



Heaven wills Love sacred— dbaste— and 
fin'd— 



No slave to Power ;— but chainless as the wind ! 
Can Power direct the w(H*kings of the soul. 
That own no law, and soar beyond omtraul P 
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Its dictatdi? to pursue alone can give 

£arth's choicest bliss — and make it life to 



live! 



So did th' all-wise decree of Jove ordain. 
When Love, his best of gifts, he gave to man ! 
Then — ^take from me, unhappy Prince ! (he 
cry'd)— 

Take to thy arms once more — thy beauteous 

bride; 
Nor her ftlone ;— resume thy former state I 
Tis Scipio's gift f be happy— ^«uid be great !-^ 
As thus the glorious Chief his thoughts ex- 

* 

pressed. 
And proved the virtue of a Roman breast; 
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While the bless'd pair with grateful woiider 

glow'd— 
Applausive murmurs echoed through the croud. 



Not distant firom Italians confines, see 
The fiiiitful plains of sea-girt Sicily ; 

Where pitchy eructations Etna pours 

In liquid torrents o'er her burning shores ; 

Pervading many a league the troubled air- 

Unlook'd for night appals the Mariner I 

Catania's streets in. smoking ruins lie; 

Volcanic fires arise firom Stromboli ; 



Old Ocean bellows fi-om his inmost caves — 



And rears on high his battlement of waves. 
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Say-— can I e*er forget thy favoured seats 
Parthenope ? or Baia's soft retreats ? 
Benacus' lake ? Loretto's mystic shrine ? 
By Monk, and Pilgrim, deem'd of old, divine ; 
But now aghast— the Bigot eye deplores. 
Its desert altar, and its rifled stores ; 
No crowds devotional arrest the gaze- 
No barefoot suppliant in its precincts prays. 
Though now in Bladud's shades, my vacant time 
The Muse employs, and bodies into rhyme ; 
In youth's gay prime on Tiber's banks I stray'd. 
By Fanes superb, and Monuments decayed ; 
Or where the stream of Arno glides along — 
Or Mincius — sacred to the sons of song. — 
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Enchanting scenes ! whichMemorjr pcdntoanewr-^ 
How altered now firom what my peaeO drew I 
Tho* Superstition with her leaden mace. 
In blind subjection held an abject race ; 
Thy peaceful plains were strangers to alarm^-^ 
The trumpet's clangor, and the din of amis:-^ 
Not then, (the victims of tyrannic swsry^,) 
The cruel spoiler tore thy sons away; 
Not then, thy works of art, triumphant bore 
From the sack'd Vatican to Gallia's shore ; 
No hamess'd ruffians ravaged then thy land. 
Obedient to the Corsican's command— 
Th' insidious Corsican!— to whom 'tis given 
To be th' avenging Minister of Heaven, 
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How are thy glories, Rome Imperial, fled ! 

The vengeful Vial hissing o'er thy head : 

Thy sovereign Pcmtiff, bow'd with age andcare ; 

Thy Conclave vanish'd ; — void St. Peter's chair : 

Th' impending judgements for thy crimes, of 
old, 

Th' Apocalp3^c Seer, in Patmos told. 

The self-exalted King, that magnified 
Himself above his God, with impious pride ; 
Th' inspired expounder of Jehovah's law, * 
(In visions rapt) the Hebrew captive saw — 
What time the Persian McHiarch, to his hand 
Intrusted Princely sway^ and high command. 
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While Britain's sons enjoy the dance and 
song— 
The gory stream of carnage rolls along ;— . 
Near, and more near, the murderous torrent 



roars— 



And all but thunders on Britannia's shores ! 



Bombs, cannon, mortars, hurtle in the air-^ 
And all the fell machinery of war : 
The fiery Corsican its fury guides — 
And Death, ^nd Desolation swell the tides. 
The fete of Austria feeds the Victpr's pride. 
By arms subdued, and then by blood allied ; 
Degraded Scion of a royal stem- 
Inserted in th' Usurper's diadem ! 



THE TOCSIN. 

Before his hordes the Prussian veterans fly ; 
Prone in the dust Muscovia's ensigns lie ; 
Iberia struggles, goaded by despair ; 
And Lusitania trains her sons to war ; 
While Britain speeds her well-tim'd legions 



Marshaird and led by gallant Wellington. 
But what, alas ! will deeds of arms avail ? 
Or what, the Warrior sheath'd in triple mail? 
If Britain's sons, regardless of the hand 
That crowns with conquest's wreath her martial 

band. 
The Lord omnipotent ; — neglect to raise 
The heart-felt song of Gratitude and Praise ! — 
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On Horeb's top the great Creator trod. 
The Mountain's tronbling base confessed tber 
God: 

'Twas there, th' omniscient self*existent caase, 

> 

To Moses' hand consigned eternal lawB» 
His wandering charge fix)m actions foul to bind. 
And firom unholy deeds deter mankind. 
Some time, by precept an4 example, sway'd—- 
Th' Almighty's mandates, Jacob's sons obey'd; 
Not long the space; the mad contentious 

crowd, 
To molten Calves, and senseless Idols, bow'd ; 
In giddy riot spent th* unhallow'd hour. 
Unmindful of Jehovah's wrath, and Power ; 
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Nor sleeps that Power I— when erring mortals 

dight 
His high behests-^^-and brave his arm of might: 
This — ^let Abiram's hapless exit tell !— 
This — guilty thousands that with Korah fell !-*- 
May Britain warning take by Israel's crimes^ 
And Israel's punishment in after times ! 
Scatter'd, unmilr'//, through every various state— 
Fcxyl for the scorner — and the Butt of hate : 
At length a ray of hope their prospect chears 
Through the long Vista of the '^ weeks of years *^ 



My much-lov*d country — ^may I live to see 
Thy' natives uncorrupt, and good as free ! 
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Thy sons no more licentious ;— -and the Fair 



Make mental, not corporeal, aims, their care ! 
Then, — ^as along the stream of Time I glide. 
While every year diminishes the tide; 

As unperceiv'd the moments fleet -away. 
Till, '^ dust to dust," concludes life's fitful day ; 
My grateful bosom, as my years decrease-— 
Shall pass the closing scene in Joy and Peace ; 
And meet, resign'd, th' appointed hour of rert; 
In humble hope to rise among the blest 
Through Him — ^who died a guilty world to 



save- 



And rose Victorious firom the Vanquished Grave. 



JUDiEiA REblVIVA. 



• f 
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COMPOSBD; ANN. DOM. 1811. 



sssss 



WAKE— harp of Sion!— wake the trem- 
' h&Bg strings ! 



fUgn realm^^ restor'd--^anMiliea poe^^ sings ! — 
AtbAh dqprassTd Jehisklem^ arise ! ' 
Sidte^eihye^ drooping he^^^andop^ tirjrtearfbl 

eyesi: 
For lo! emerging through the mist of years— • 
Thy light b come { thy SmUmrKing appears 1 
Hifrhand sbadl prime thy branches-— and entwine 
In G^ny V wreaths^ his figurative Vine. 
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At length resume the long forgotten song ! 
Such^ as of old, thy sacred courts among— 
Sweird the full chorus of the Levite choir- 
When Miriam hymn'd ; or David struck the 

.: • lyre:— • -.j - :./J.\i 

For lo ! — the hours on Ea^e pinions fly ! 



Thepromis'd '' Day spring" issues firdm on hi^ f 
The latter days Heaven's dark decrees 4itifidd<— 
By prophet Bards^ and» gifted Seers, foretold: 
Wars and Convulsions shake the astonish'd 

World;— 
O'er guilty realms are vengeful thunders huri'd; 
The Man of sin's disclos'd ;— -the Book unseal'd ; 



Th' Apocalypse to mortal eye 



I, 
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i 

Poredoom'd to waft the scattered Exiles o'er. 
From distant regions, to their long-lost shore. 
Soon shall the Nation maritime expand 
Its canvass, freighted to the promised land— » 
In solemn Hymns and Hallelujahs join. 
Amid thv seats ;— recovered Palestine !— 
But — ^who can sing thy renovated state ? 
Or Armageddon's dreadful strife relate ? 
Awake ! (oh ! long invok'd) Awake, at length-— 
. Arm of the Lord !— put forth thy wontedstrength ! 
Awake ! (thou scourge retributive of crimes 1) 
As in the days of old— -the ancient times- 
Art thou not it that Rahab cut, of yore ? 
And. stretched the Dragon weltering in his gore ? 

H2 
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A^ thou not it— 'that ciaye th' op{losing. deepp 
Thjat gathered up its waters oa a.hoap? - '^- 
That wall'd its waves^— and led the xansom'dio'er 



Ff^b. Egypt's confines to Arabia's shore ii 



But hark I*7-what sorrow-smitten MourneKsings? 
What more than . mortal finger . sweeps, the 

. strings ?-r-i» 
What woe-wom. warbler breathes the.plaintiye 



strain- 



•. f 



! Schoordindistress*— and practised to com[dain? 
Whose ^ed form appall my aching 
In tatter'd Robes^and humbled Majesty PIU 
Tis SicHi's plaint — ^in sorrowing accents told ; 
Bereft; oS Ifim the Shq)berd of her fold : 
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Fbr Ages doomed a Vagabond to roam- 
Without an Altar, Sacrifice, (MrHome; 
Throughotit the Nations, helpless and fbrldrnji^ ' 
Of Friends the pity, and of Foes the iscorii : 
Her consecrated Fanes in ruins lie ;— > 
Such the sure word of sacred Prophecy !— 
While thiis— afflicted— desolate^ — alone-*— 
Wfth lamentations deep, she makes her ttioaJi : 
My great Redeeiber-— by the World ador*d1 
My guiltless Saviour — and my martyred Loi^ ! 
Deign to look down,— with pity in thiAe eye. 
How HeiiB--H3ppre^'d— Kiegraded---lost---I lie I 
With trehibling penitence I bow tlie knee. 
And ope the fountain of my griefs to thee :— 
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My gieat Preserver*— hear my fervent prayer! 
My sins are countless— oh ! in mercy spare! 
To Israel's cries^ and woful state attend ; 
And save the seed of Abraham thy friend! 
Of all my sins I mourn the endless sum- 
Greatest of all— the Horrors of thy doom ! 
'Twas this that rent the Temple's vail in twaint 
And spread supernal darkness o'er the jplain ! 
*Twas this that gave inverted Order birth ! 
That cleft the Rocks — ^that shook the seated 



Earth. 



That bade the grave its marble jaws unclose- 
Whence sainted bodies, long enshrouded^ 
rose!!! 
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Ba1>~Who, from Edomjoumeying, meets my 
eye ? 

From Bosrah who ? with garb of crimson die— 
The Paschal Lamb ! Omnipotent to save ! 
Victor of Death! — ^Triumphant o'er the 

Grave! 
" Daughter c^ Sion— Virgin Queen — ^rejoice!" 
Shine forth renew'd! raise high th' exulting 



voice ! 



Through all thy coasts be loud Hosannas sung ! 
No more thy children mourn — thy harps un- 
strung. 
Tuneless are left the lofty trees upon, 
Iq th' Avenues of haughty Babylon. 
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No turbi4 clouds thy Atpip§pl)^re o^tiqarei 



Pure are thy fountains— and tiby itieainlets 
Fresh from the veil of life f-^^^irhichtlioed who 



taste 



Shall thirst no more I 



With rapid flight Prophetic ages briag 
Thy great Redeemer! thy anointed King ! 
The pangs he suffered for thy crimes, are o'er f 
The man of many sorrows mourns no mjorei 
Repeat the strain I ufdift th' expecting glancet 
On balmy wings th' appointed hours advance. 
The lilies, whiter than new-drifted snows 
Compose a chaplet, join'd with Sharon's rose» 
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And Lordly I^oiis crop the flowerymiiltd : — 
Lo ! Salem'fi tovn^kig Tabem^le, Jdikes/ ;; < T 
With ivcHy^pillars^ iand r^pi»ident«ibaiind i : l 



Its ce4ar beaiii^**^ istanig^ Eoof belidd^: 



: ■ ; . .i 



Inlaid with Sapphires, ahd ^wnalhld >ffritli 



Gold! ;. r 



Ambrosial incense on its altar burns. 
And Levi's tribe the hallow'd censer tum& 
Again, the trafficker to Ophir, sees 
His ships returning with the favVing breeze ; 
Their nearer progress follows with delight— 
And hails the promise of their precious 
freight. 
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Ag^g the strong-nerv'd Woodman tumbles 

: down 
The verdant pride of lofty Lebanon.**- 
In heavenly records I, exulting, trace 
The altered fortunes of thy rescued race ; 
In mental prospect, lost in wonder, see 
Thy doom reversed— thy glorious destiny ! 



ODE TO JUSTICE. 



' IMPARTIAJL. Justice! Power severe! 
Nought can thy stedfast purpose bend : 
Ah— vainly flows the kindred tear ! 
- Ah— vainly waiis th* imploring friend! 
E'en mightiest monarchs bow to thy decree ; * 
Tho' cloth'd in ermin'd pomp^and purpleMajesty . 



Manlius, impatient^ dares the war. 

Nor him the Consul's threats restrain ; 
Geminius sinks beneath his spear. 
Extended on the weltering plain : 
Then, to his Father's tent — ^in proud array- 
Unconscious of his fate,— he sped his eager way. 
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Exulting loud — I come ^e cries) 
:Witb conquest drown'til, and deatUdssftine ! 
hold !— ^and dioW'd thegUtt'ring priise) 






My glory — opd the Latian shan&el 
Thew amis I reft frc»n off the vadqtn^ 
The meed of virtuous strife-^-^and many a well 
fought blow. 



He ceas'd — ^Ah-no ! (with stem rebuke 
The Chief replies, and brow severe. 
While Justice arm'd his stedfiust look. 
And check'd the fond parental tear,) 
No— not the Father spares the forfeit Son ! 
Offended Justice cries-^'-and what she wills, be 



done. 



ODE TO JUSTICE. 
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i 



The Pride and Ppmg of war are vain: 



lake ^^ifi^iii).ftt flie AJyt^, sl^Qr^ 



To Justoi^QTOAgacrifiee.: 



• -V 



' :ii 



1 « * 



With horror mute the gazing Roms^i&fstoiui^ 
Yet— while .tb^y^moumi the , Sonir4f£miNK>Jtiie 



Sire's comm^oid' 






\ I 



■ -» . *■ 



ADDRESS TO HOPE 



COME Hope!— -celestial Cherub come f 
Whose influenee can unclose the tomb. 

And wing the Christian's flight : 
Corroding^ Anguisb-Hsleepless Care-— 
Astounded fly, dnd dumb Despair-^ 

And sicken at thy sight ! 



Thy ray can pierce e'en Dungeons drear 

Tis thine the sons of guilt to cheer. 

In doleful durance pent : 

At thy command distorted pain 

Is mute; — ^and Envy's snaky train— 
And moody Discontent. 
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ITiou glad'st the wretch whom cruel Fate, 
Has throwii, &r from his Parent state. 



( . K. 



On some barbaric coast : 



Thy mirror «hows his native «hore. 
And friends,: who his hard lot deplore. 



And deem him ever lost ! 



The maniac howl — ^the phrenzied glare- 
Horror's wild shriek, and firantic stare—* 



'Tis thou alone cans't calm ! 



Tlie Widow's wail — the Orphan's tear--^ 
Are stopp'd ; and wounds of many a yeari 
Cur'd by thy precious balm. - 



llf ADDBESSt TO iHOBBb 



ExistelicQ-hatmg Suicidb'^ ^ 

His vest,\«itk iiriixison UfeHdfCifm>di6d^ 

His dagger dhmk mih i gore ; 
With clotted liaijp»-^ahdeydballcgla2^d^»^ 
Thy radiai^lformi tieholds^^usiafis'd I ' :: 

And skims 4b]0|;J^3]Mute^^^^^i) ' 



», ■ K 



The AtheisI shrinks appall'd-from Tieir; 
The lofidei land Bdst <»ew> 

Throughiiealma Tartaiiean; glide ::; . 
They sfHwa'd th' atonement of their, Loid« 
RejesKted Jiis eternal wcurd— 
. His red right arm deaed!!! 



ADDRESS TO HOPE. 113 



lodulgent Power thy aid impart ! . 
With chasten'd raptures fill my heart — 

Thy soothing Heralds send ! 
Teach me the ways of Love and Peace, 



id sublunary sorrows cease. 
And Earth's delusions end ! 



And on the confines of the Grave-— 
When Heaven resumes the life it gave. 

And claims my forfeit breath ; 
Be Faith thy Seraph Sister nigh ! 
With thee to wafl me to the sky— 

And charm the shaft of Death ! 



DetB Juventutis Fabui&iai 



ROSE Up'd Hebe, blooming 
Living still in lonely shade^ 
Ever florid, fair, and young. 
Deign t' accept an artless song ! 



Thou, blythe Goddess, joy'st to grovir 
On the craggy mountains brow. 
Not amid the Sons of state^ 
Slender, nice, and delicate. 
When the early hunter Day 
Chases swift the Night away. 
The hardy Rustic lifts his head. 
Rising from his lowly bed ; 



If&m JUVENTUTIS FABt^LOSiE. 1 15 



Whistling through' the' Terdaiit vdle. 

He scents the odour-breathing gale. 

When the nipping firdsts ieippear. 

And open lies the gelid yeai'; 

His strong-nerv'd frame defiies disease— 

Him the cutting breezes please. 

Soon his daily work he sees ; — 

Whether sturdy Oaken trees 

WMch in full perfection standi 

The Woodman's weighty stroke demand : 

Or the Ploughman, free from care. 

Cuts the glebe with shining share ; 

There, amid the fresh-turn'd plain- 



Health, (with all her ruddy train), 

I 2 



{ 
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■ « 



Rising from the smoking soiU 

Repays his salutary ix)il. 

§ 

He^ by the meridian sun^ 
Kens the wish'd approach of noon : 
Then his well-stor'd wallet takes. 
From the near adjoining brakes— 
And leathern bottle, which was laid 
Underneath the hazel shade, 
Fiird with drink in foaming pride ;- 
These he places by his side. 
Sitting on the furrow'd ground. 
His faithful cur looks quick around^^ 
When the shades of Night, away 
Slowly beat retreating day ; 



DEiE JUVENTUnS FABULOSfi. 



117 



When the Painter's eye admires. 
Landscapes dim, and dusky spires ; 
Or his faithful pencil takes. 
Forest glades, and glimmering lakes : 



The Rustic to his cot returns — 



0*er the banks, and o'er the bourns ; 
Where, near some obscure bye road. 
Stands his little neat abode. 
Built alone of turf and clay. 
And thatch'd against a rainy day : 
Two rooms it boasts, which free from harm. 
Keep his wife and children warm : 
. Sitting round the chearful Ere, 

His ^use and babes expect their sire : 



118 



OEiE JUV£NTirriS/F4BUL0afi. 



After supper—just at^ niiie— 
Hiey on pallet hard recline; 
Rising healthy, fiesh, and gay. 
To work on each succeeding day. 



SONG OF TRIUMPH 



ON THE DEATH OF 



CAD WALL O. 



SHOUT NortbtimbriarrHrescu'd land ! 



Rend the air with festive cries! 
Mark ! where, on the gory strand< 
Reft of hfe, Cadwallo lies ! 



By the ruthless Tyrant's ire. 

Ravaged see your fertile shore- 
Sheets of smoke, and wasteful fire, 



Rise-^where cities rose befcwre. 



120 SONG OF TRIUMPH ON 



Hatfield ! on thy weltering plain, 

Blood-stain'd wreaths the Conqueror won; 
There was gallant Edwin slain-— 



OfFrid there — ^his warlike son. 



Anfirid falls— (fiernicia's King) 
Feird by stout Cadwallo's might ; 

Osric's loss shall Deira sing. 
Rashly vemt'rous in the fight. 



Oswald saves his native land ; 

Oswald — generous — ^undismay'd- 
Great revenge impell'd his hand^ 

Love fraternal drew the blade. 



f * 



THE DEATH OF CADWALLO, Vi\ 



Say— celestial Powers that know 
Secrets of the human heart- 
Say— who bent the mortal bow? 
Who impeird the pinion'd dart ? 



Sure spme white-rob'd son of Kght 

Hid from sublunary eye — 
Plunging *mid the raging fight. 



Bade the deathful weapon fly \ 



r 



Vengeance— lowering in the air- 
Now fulfills her purpose dread ;- 

Fear ! — relentless Tyrants, fear ! — 
Lo ! the stern Cadwallo's dead ! 



\ 



13d 80N6 OF TmUMip^ON -i 



Ne'er shaU Cambrift>.i;u(te.4pi>iwiDf 
Her victorious Prince receive ; 

Ne'er the wanton gales again, : 
See his crimson banners wave. 



Ne'er shaU high PUnlimmonfs brow. 
View Northumbrian stondards borne, 

Down the grassy steep below — 
Nor her martial sons forlorn. 



Happy Kingdom ! now no more. 
Shrieks resound and dying groans ; 

Nor appears thy purple shore, 
Whiten'd o'er with human bones. 



THE DEATH OF CADWALLO. 123 



Now, no more the ravening crows. 
Peck the blooming warriors dead ; 

Nor the chattering Magpie's maws. 
Are with reeking entrails fcki. 



See-— triumphant Oswald qom^, . 

O'er the mountain — through the. plain !• 
Mark his helm-— his raven plumes ! 

Marching see the trophied train ! 



Slavery bows her drooping head ;- 
Liberty resumes her sway ;— 

Now the darkling clouds are fled ! 
Now return the beams of day ! 




MABTYR 



FBOM sBOBad Ed«»rs dot tamb^ 



-t » I t; 



Kcarer the hoDopw' 



I r • I I 



1 ! die Mamr^d Monaidi cncs. 



Elfirida— more dian Tjgress fell 



That haonts die moantam's shaggy steeps ; 



Not long delays thy parting knell 



f 



Not long the rod oi Vengeanoe sleeps ! 



EDWARD TO ELFRIDA. 125 



Thee tho' fellacious hopes deceive. 
With specious form and visage fair ; 

Soon shall those hopes thy bosom leave ; 
Seek then thy refiige in Despair !— 



Death, (curs'd Elfrida) Death shall come. 

Regardless of thy regal state ; 
Nought can avert thy dismal doom I 

Nought change the fix'd decrees of Fate ! 



While here thou liv'st, unhappy Dame! 

Each day shall added torment bring; 
Disease shall rack thy palsied frame. 

And keen remorse thy bosom sting! 



c. 



I^ EDWAKD So SLFKIDA* 



A soHrpiMi CoDscieiioe shall tfaee goad- 
No firiaod to bring die widi'd relief; 

To ease awhile the tntsome load. 
Or still th^ incessant tide <^ grief! 



Hiy slaided soul, aj^iall'd, shall vie w^ 

Tlie horrovs<^ Hdl's dreary reign; 
The sul[^*roi]s flames, the twtur'd crew. 
That howl in nnooosmnrng pain. 



Nor long thy Qfi&pring bears the sway, 

(Like thee by blood and slaughter known) 
An injured Chieftain plows the sea. 



And hurls the Tyrant from his throne. 



SB- 



• 
EDWARD T» ELFRIDA. 127 



Unblest Elfrida ! day and night, ^ 
Infernal cries shall stunn thine ear; 

Thy blood shall chill with wild affright 
Internal anguish — ceaseless fear. 



See Justice high her standard rear I 
The Ministers of Vengeance cry- 



Survive Elfrida— wretched here ! 



Then comfortless — unpitied— die !• 



TO A LADY 



ON HER BIRTH DAY. 



THE new-blown year flings fragrance o*er the 

glade; 
Borne on its wings returns the natal hour 
Of mild Maria, sweetly pensive Maid ! 
' The feirfest flowVet of the Vernal bower. 



That hour indeed returns (she faintly cries) 
Returning still, while still unblest I mourn; 

If it but fails to dry these streaming eyes. 
Why should I hail ? why covet its return? 



TO A LADY, 129 



Would I could backward roll the tide of 



time^ 



To those gay hours Maria knew before. 
When bland-eye*d Pleasure smoothed her 
blooming prime. 
Then stop its lapse, — ^and bid her mourn no 



more 



f 



Yet— why should mortals vainly court relief? 

* 

' Joys unalloyed our wishes ill deserve ; 

Rapture can ne'er impart the bliss of grief, 

« 
The trembling thriilings of the fine-spun 



nerve I 



K 



130 .TO A LADV. 



Affliction softens, while it \irridgs, the heart. 
Betters the soul, and bursts the bonds of sense ; 

Say — what can Earth's fantastic scenes inipart. 
Like the flushed glow of wariiri benevolencfe? 



W6uld'st thou, unthinkmg, wish to laugh atvay 
That time to thee for nobler purpose given ? 

Pass lightly tripping o'er life's easy way ? 
Nor climb the flinty steep that leads toHeaven? 



For me — if haply my condoling scroll. 

Can fi*om thy pale cheek wipe one tear away ; 

Still the strong sorrows of thy saddening soul— 
And gild with comfort's beam thy little day. 



TO A LADY, 131 



I ask no more;— each fond complaint shall 
cease ; 

The sweetreflectionallmy woes shall d«>wn: 
Hbas'd to recline my drooping head in peace^ 

And bless the power that bows its honours 



V- 



down* 



•* 



K2 




O' 



day; 



MOOTy 




McqifaoB (ape eidhfem of the fifee-vin^'d God,) 



With peacdmi 



n ; iM » K 



die gmhless 



O'er half a worid extfwis hk 



'w 1^1 



And lulls 



W-iM It 



to 



NIGHT. 133 



Tho' through the fields of air no songsters 

fly. 

Nor crouded martsr^ with busy hums re- 
sound; 
The Bat, on leathern pinion, rustles by. 
And startles Silence in her cave profound. 



Qloom-shrouded Nurse of dark and desperate 

deeds. 
With day-shunn*d crimes, and screaming 

murders fed ; 
In thee the canker-worm of Treason breeds- 



Assassination rears its hideous head ! 



\ 






134 night; 



Fantastic fancies haunt the simple soul, . 

And fill vdth boding fears the rustic^s rest; 
The ' Raven's croak— (he Mastiff's midnight 



howl- 



Can raise up omens in the unlettered breast 



■ i'< 



From the turf'd mansions of the silent dead^ 
Spectres are feign'd to lead their grisly train; 

And Fairies, tripping light with frisky treads 
In mimic dance to ptess the velvet plain. 



Calm Contemplation hooded like a sage^ 
With weighty brow, and garb of russet hue. 

Moves slowly on ; — ^him serious thoughts engage^ 
Regardless of the dank nocturnal dew. 



NIGHT. 135 



The cag'd Astronomer^ with lengthened eye. 
On noblest aims eiqploy^ bis towering sqi4 ; 

Explores the s(ecfet;s p|^ t^;' expanse oa J^gh;;, .^ 
And shows how se^^n's brig|;^t suqcc^ssions rolU 



Avoid, with cautious step, the covert road. 

Where no faint ray points out tb* entangled patji; 
There oft the Ruffian ^es hi^ abode. 

And stilly meditates the work of death ! 



The Beetle slow the twilight gloom divides ; — 
The OwFs loud bootings prompt the rustic 
dream ;- — 

But— -those, whom {tcason and Religion guides. 
Fear notthe(]lrowsy hum*— the boding screamt 






1784 



FOR OkikxB ^i\l«r cU, 

Far kktlod ClHefe and BflrooB bold 



I lesre wild KesmidLs wiidiiiig ird^ 
And the grer FeUs of Bo uimd ric 




tonally krad Loinloic* 



SbaU stmm n^ iMndaiDg ear iio more ; 
Nomcxe, Hdreflyn's doud-capt hei^t- 
Or giant l^dddaw — meet my sight. 



No more, at close of s^tiog day« 
On Derwentwater s brink I stray : 

Adieu wild Keswick's witching i^e! 

Adieu ! — ^romantic Bonowdale ! 



I* X 



LINES written at FERRAIIA immediately 
4^ter having visited the Tomb of ARIOSTO^ 
in the Church of the BENEDIQTINES^ 
Nov. 13, 1786. 



•: .. . \'y^ 



• • •" * 



YE willows green, that wide extend 
O'er moist Ferrara's marshy shore, V 

Your heads in pitying languor bend^ 
And mourn you're favorite bard—- no more f 



Ye reeds that skirt his hallow'd grave. 

Where wildly wanders down the vale 
His Parent stream ; — still wilder wave. 



And sigh along the passing gale ! 



138 LINES WRITTEN AT FERRASA. 



For here, your poet wildly great— 

• His »»«ic number, .we«lv»:«; . 

And hirCf inexorable Fate ! 

» 

For ever stopped his tuneful tongue ! 



.r 



Yet still Orlando shall survive^ 
While cold, Orlando's Poet, lies ; 

Though Fs^tei forbids the Bard to Uve^'^ 
His( wreath of laurel never dies. 



VERSES ON LIFE; 



COMPOSED AT $OLQGNA. 



. > 



AH say — what is that idle toy. 

To man the cause of strife ; 
What all would keep^ yet few enjoy^ 
That mystic riddle — \Me ? .. 



i . 1 



*Tis o*er a rough uneven soil 
To pace the same dull rounds 

Seeking, with unavailing toil. 
What never can be found. 



M 



1 



140 VERSES ON LIFE, 



One day to Man allows the power 
The race of Life to run: 

Not distant is the final hour;— ^ 
That little race is donel 



Soon miist the &tal moment comer 

That ends his brief career ; 
And soon — ^the ** blossoms of the tomb^ 



Proclaim that moment near. 



Small is the hst of pleasures here. 

That Mortals can possess ;— 
And every care-increasing year. 



Still makes that ** little,— few. 



ff 



VERSES ON LIFE. ^ 141 



Say— what is Life ? a dream of Joy^ 
For threescore years — ^no more ! 



And clay cold oft the dreamers li 
And then the dream is o'er ! 



'Tis said that friendship o er the scene. 

Can shed a cheering ray ; 
Renew our faded hopes with green ; 

And gild our little day. 



Yet fickle Fortune's various turns 



Oft friendship's hopes destroy ; 
Or, if undimm-d her taper burn*- 
^Death ends the transient joy. 



14S VEKSBS ON UPB. 



Cans'l:thou, Louisa, peeriessMaid! 

The thorns of life remove? 
Be then thy various charms displayed- 



And try the force of Love! 



• \ 
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Yet Love oft yields to Interest's pow^i 
Or Parents' harsh commands: 

Nor— ^^are unmingled joys in storey 
For plighted hearts and hands. 



Since then such numerous ills t¥e find 
To bla$t our prospects here ; 

Let higher scenes engage our mind. 
Where brightest hopes appear I 



SONNET. 

Written at Naples on Christmas Day 1786» 



/ SSBSSmSESBSSmSSSmSSSi 



lis now the time, 'mid Albion's blissftilplain»9 
: That Christmas smiles— with ivy chaplets 



crowned,- 



.1 » • 



That cinJing Mends the social hearth sur- 
round,— 
And Mirth, unsour'd by thought, despotic reigns^ 
Well I remember when near Trenta's stream 

My vernal days devoid of care did move. 
While rosy health bedeck'd with chearing beam, 
Th' expanding buds of friendship and of 
love ; — • 



144 SONNET. 



But now no more she gilds the listless hours> 
Tho* 'mid Italians fertile regions plac'd ; 
Italia, now a lone uncultured waste, 

^or flowery plains adorn, nor myrtle bowers. 

No more the Bard pours forth the magic song; 

No more the laurelFd Chief triumphant moves 
along. 



SONNET. 

Composed at Rome in Oie Spring of 1787. 



AH ! little knows the Man of sordid mind. 

Hie Pleasures pure from Learning's source 

that flow— 

The Joys that Wit and Wisdom can bestow ; 

Or heaven-bom Genius— towering unconfin'd ! 

Unhappy Poesy !— condemned to prove. 

The pangs of hunger, and the taunts of 

pride : 

Could Chatterton unfeeling grandeur move? 

And Pity slept when gentle Otway died!— 

h 



146 SONNET. 



Famine— wan, meagre. Fiend !— exert thy sway 

O'er the rich owners of the splendid dome— 

• '.■'■•". 
A pamper'd race, and ready for the tomb !— - 

From Fancy's purer offspring turn away ! 

Ah--H::ea$e the sons of Genius to .devour ! 

Oa mor<^ ignoble heads thy satdess vengeance 

pour ! 



In July 1809. 



WHERE Devonia's fmctur'd features. 
Do their wildest^ tiltst; asisume ; i • 

Beetling o'er the- 'Wiikltk of waters. 
Frown the clifis of Ilfiracomb. 



i * . i , .. . I . (C* •• •■•' 



E'er was rais'd thB^lflszing Beaccm, 
Oft the seaman met hid doom ; 

Oft was wrecked the gallant vessel 
On the reef of Ilfracomb. 



Now the warning light asc^iding^ 

Does this dangerous coast illume. 
Each advent'rous Tar befriending, 



Near the rocks of Ufracomb. 

L 2 
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Tier on tier stupendous rising. 

Skirted by the c^vem'd gloom ; 

» 

Each fantastic form comprising^ 
Tower the heights of Ilfiracomb. 



Shall the Artist's mimic penciU 
To attempt such scenes presume ? 

Can the Bard'^ enraptured measures 
Paint thy wonders, Ilfiracomb ? 



Effort vain— and fruitless labour. 
Of the children of the tomb ! 

•Artists of superior nature ' 
Should depict thee Ilfracomb* 



XINES WRITTEN AT TEIGNMOUTH^ 

IN THE AVTUMN OF 1809. 



WILD whistles the whirlwind; the tempest 



sonorous. 



With foliage Autumnal besprinkles the air; 

ITiy copses, O Teignmouth, no more are me- 
lodious. 

And the precincts of Dawlish are leafless and. 



bare. 



But Spring shall reverdure the mead and the 

forest; 

The Birds shall again sweetly sing on the spray. 
When Flora enamels the vallies of Devon, 

And Nature looks blj^e in the mantle of May. 



150 imiaNMODTH. 



I '. 



On the river's gieen margin how pleasing to 
wander. 
When the hush'd wave of Ooean sleeps 

softly serene! 
Ilissus« and Tiber, and Po, and Scamaiider^ 
Ah! what are your banks to the banks of the 

Teignl 



, \.\f .(• . )ji.;'U vTvl 



Line* written o»- the Sjxa dlescribeel, 

iuMe^ 



:.■•■■ iiii I ij'r ■ : ) 
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THO* courtly Dorset 8uilg» of yore. 
The beauties of the Tuscan shore ; 
Where Amo i)otirs her silver tide^ 
And Florence rises by her side ; 
Tho' much Italians scenes I prize — 
Her softer clime, and clearer skies ; 
Yet ne-er shall I my lot bewail — 
Reclin'd at ease in Luscombe Vale. 



For lo! before my wandering eyes 
The slanting roofs of Dawlish rise ; 



153 LUSCOBfBE VALE. 



The streamlet hastening to the diore— - 
The castellated seat of Hoaie— 
Th' unruffled wave— 4lie meadows green-— 
And half-hid Churchr— compose the scene : 
While T the pleasing prospect hail 
Reclin'd at ease in Luscombe Vale. 



Composed on the Beach at Rottingdean^ 

October 5, 1811. 



FOt/'— who love an open sear- 
Open downs; — and hate a tree^ 
Cultur'd fields, and alleys green ;- 
Come and live at Rottingdean ! 



Pirn— whom sylvan scenes delightf— » 
You who treeless prospects slights— 
Jly— oh fly, th' unsheltered scene I 
Ccmie not near to Rottingdean ! 



You — ^who your Creator trace 

In every scene, in every place, 

With omscience clear, and breast serene— 

You — may find charms in Rottingdean ! 



UNES WRITTEN 4T WEY^IfaUTHi, 

In Miroember 1811. 



LET the pert perfliin'd Papif^y^ 
To tonish Brixton tune tint lay. 
Or Wortyog's tiny chanofi disfrfiEiy ; 

While I,— secure in WeymouliiV bay* 
(Sheltered from angry tempests,) stay. 
Till Spring extends the lengthened day :— 
Then— -visit Bladpd's precincts gay ; 
From thence to Cambria speed my way,-^ 
Her loud castades,— her mountains grey,- 
And deep romantic glens, survey : 
Through her sequester'd vallies stray^ 
Frisk'd o'er by many an Elf, and Fay^ 
Where lambkins bleat, and kidlings play. 



Umes composed at the Hafod ArmS) 
Pont y Mynach, July 4, 1812. 



WILD Enthusiasts, scenes terrific 
Wijth undaunted step explore ; 



And, — absorbed in trance petrifid 
Banquet on the Ibrrenfe roar ! 



> 4 ' . •■ 

\ m .. « 
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Sons of Genius court sedusioh ;--*i 
Far from frolic,-*fer from ncSse^— 

• ••■ 

Scenes of tumult and confusion. 
Suit the Worldling's empty joys I 



Joys, — ^the source of many a sorrow. 
That delude, with meteor-ray ; 

Too regardless of to-morrOw !— 
Too delighted with to-day ! 



Umu to Ae Memarjf qf am mteresting Inoalid, who 
toot attended ty her Sister tkromgh various Parts 
qf Emg^amd m SeanM qf Health; and, fnaUy, 
eomoqfed ty Seajrom Tokvuat to Loitboh in the 
Spring of 1813. 



I/)NG, — ^ hope o£ health amending) 

Julia, — with maternal caie. 
Sought,— {her Sister's steps attending) 



Warmer suns, and purer air. 



Vain the softer clime of Devon! 
Vain the breezes of Torquay! 

Destined to her native Heaven- 
Gentle Emma's call'd away ! 



EMMA AND JULIA. 157 



Vainly, o'er the cradling billow, 
Julia wafts the drooping Maid ; 

Sooth's her mind,— -and smooth's her pillow^;- 
Nought avails the Sister's aid ! 



But,— in climes where sickness, never 
Can its victims pale annoy ; 



Julia's deeds shall live for 



Noted in the realms of Joy. 



■. i 



THE YEAR 18;14; 



i/l ■'" "'"'r^ '^ .i > :::i iL 



•- A Muse of fire the Tirftesr d^tiittidi 
Unhop'd for blesinngscro^tiithi^'jairi^' 
Europe presents an altered scene— 
Then hail the gtorious year fourteehl • 
For now th* Oppressor's me^ is^ ruti— 
The Work of^Descfetidn'is done !— ^^ 
To George the Regent tune the lay ! 
To Liverpool! — and Castlereagh! 



Whose conduct firm, and counsels sage. 
Redeemed from thrall a prostrate age. 
New battles fought— new Victories won- 
Proclaim the march of Wellington ! 



. .11 



THE YEAR 1814. 159 



Cotemporary heroes^ yield 

To him4-^e Nelson of the field ! 

Thy toils are o*er — ^thou Son of Fame!' 
Titles and -Trophies grace thy name. 
" And when, at lengthy the hungry worm 
Shall banquet.on thy Victor-form ! 
When.Deathr^whose handMone can tear 
Victrix corona firom thy hair) 
Shall — (ever faithful to his mark) 
Strike, fi-om thy breast, the vital spark ! 
Britain — ^(unconquer'd Chiefs) to thee 
The chisseFd Statue shall decree ; 
Companion of distinguished Men — 



Placed in the sacred Dome of Wren. 



160 THE YEAB 1814. 



Iberia— -down the stream of Time 
Shall buoyant waft thy deeds sublime I 
Ieme*s Bards — ^the strain prolong ! — 



• 
And distant Ages catch the song ! I 



>f 



Th' intrepid children of the North, 

Blucher and Platoff— issue forth : 

Their feats, with trumpet-tongue, proclaim 

The base Usurper's flight, and shame. 

In Elba's islet doom'd to live, 

A vile degraded fugitive ! 

To Alexander peans raise ! 

(Almost beyond the reach of praise) 

Parent and Guardian of his state ; 

More than the Macedonian^ great ! 



THB YEAR 1814 161 



Austria the sacred compact joins ! 
Again, the star of Prussia shines ! 
Again — (beneath serener skies) 

* 

See Bourbon's blazon'd lilies rise I 

Louis, the much'desird, appears 

To dry his suffering people's tears; 

The Ploughshare, to the Sword, succeeds. 

And peaceful arts to ruthless deeds. — 

Their salutary conquests, o'er — 

The Conquerors land on Britain's shore : 

To her their heart-felt tribute pay — 

Who first to Freedom led the way : 

She hails her good and great Allies- 



While shouts of Triumph rend the skies ! 

M 



16a THE YEAR 1814. 



The blessing bearer most she greets^ 
And leads to Alfred's classie seato. 
Where Isis proudly rolls along— 

The Nurse of Science, and of Song :— 
Europe's Deliverers,— -there receive. 
Such honours as the Learn'd can give ; 
Graduates of Oxford, Monarchs see 



Enroird in lists of L. L. D.< 



And long the sister streams shall glide 
With ampler swell—in conscious pride: 
And Gownsmen long,— at College feasts 
Shall celebrate their scepter'd guests ;— 
To Alexander tune the lyre I 
To George the Son !— and George the Sire ! 



IMITATIONS. 



IN LODB DSLLA LIBERTA PASTORALE. GUARINI, 



Y£ forests thick with branching boughs. 
Ye sacred seats of still repose. 
Wild horrors, solitary shades. 
Which no rude wandering step invades. 
How oft, in fsncy rapt, I rove. 
To tread the pensive haunts I love ! 
Had chequer'd fortune's fickle Queen , 
Given, to my wish, the Sylvan scene ; 
Had she my peaceful steps allowed 
To fly the pleasures of the crowd ; 
Not all the charms Elizium yields 



Should tempt me from my native fields, 

M 2 
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Where, musing, every hour I'd range. 
Nor change the scene, nor wish to change. 
For oft the goods that mortals prize. 
Are evils veiFd in deep disguise ; 
The riches titled honour shares. 
Oft for another's freedom snar^. 
Ah! what avails it to be young? 
From wealthy Predecessors sprung? 



Ah ! what avails it to be fair? 



Or Fortune's brightest gems to wear ? 

All Heaven or Earth have power to give. 
Or favour'd Mortal can receive ; 
Or pastures green, or large domains ; 
Rich Ijands, and harvest-gilded plains. 
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By countless (locks and herds possess*d^ 

If Discontent pervades the breast ? 

More happy i^ the Shepherdess, 

In clean and neatly-mended dress ; 

To her is Nature's bounty shown, 

Bless'd in her gifts, and hers alone : 

For tho' possessing little store. 

Her heart perceives not she is poor : — 

She feels not — (born of low estate) 
The ills attendant on the great ; 

And tho' her garb is scant and mean— 

Her bosom's guileless and serene ; 

Nor e'er can Avarice molest. 

Or carking Care disturb her rest. 
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She Nature's choicest hooas ^joys^«» 
A whcdescHne treat the Cow suppUes; 
And with the swe^ the Bee bestowq^ 
Her native sweetness, sweeter grows. 
Tlie fountain co(A her thirst relievesy 
And baths, for health and pleasurey gives ; 
If in her breast Contentment reign«-— 
What more can wealther maids obtain? 

A 

0*er her in vain the Welkin lowers. 
In vain descend the humid showers ; 
Perchance the rattling storm die'll hear— 
But Poverty knows little fear !— 
One pain alone her breast can move. 
The soil, the pleasing, pain of Love ; 
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The herbs her fleecy charge sustain ; 
Her gentle looks support her swain : 
No fate decreed by stars^ she knows. 
Or Man, but $uch as Love alk>ws ; 
And underneath her favVite shade. 



More beauteous seems the beauteous Maid. 



If for her favoured swain she bums. 
Her swain the gentle fire returns ; 
If sofl desires his breast inflame. 



Her faithful bosom feels the same. 



Happiest of lives !— on thee no power. 
Has Fate, before the final hour : 
Each present blessing I'd resign, 
If that this humble lot were mine. 

IL PASTOR FIDO, ATTO II. 8CENA V. 



LA PARTENZA; 

DEL SIC. MBTASTASSIO. 



^^■OCO gUKL PIEftO IlTASn 
MICBy MIA VIGB, AOBIO !*' 4ke» 



AT length the parting moment's near, 
Nice, my lovely Maid, adi«i ! 



How tedious will my days appear. 
When £ur from happiness, and you ! 

Slowly the lagging hours will move. 
Those hours no longer pass'd with thee ; 

And who can tell if she I love 

Will lend the mutual thought to me ? 



Where'er my gentle Nice roves, 

Ofl may the soft idea rise, 

» 
How tenderly her shepherd loves. 

How truly for his charmer sighs ; 
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And may she, as alone she strays. 
His form in Fancy's mirror see ; 

But, who ean tell if she I praise 

Will knd the mutual thought to me? 



Her swain^ through many a distant land 

Wandering, immers'd iii deep distress. 

Will of each tree, each" rock, demands— 



€€ 



Say where's my beauteous Shepherdess ?*' 



And every hour from eve till morn. 
My ccmstant mind will fix on thee ;• 

Yet — will the Maid for whom I bum. 
Bestow the mutual thought on me? 



^?»^ 
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Each well known bank where once iwe stray^'d; 

r 

Oft will my anxious thoughts xeriew; 

■ 

For happy there the momeitts: fledt^ 
For Nice I there they pass- d with you :-^ 

A thousand pangs my breast will tear. 
When faithful Memory poifits^o thee; 

But who can say my gentle Fair, 

Will lend the mutual thought to me ? 



Oft will Idea paint the streams 

Where once I died of cold disdain ; 

Where since, (a pledge of fond esteem,) 
Your hand you kindly gave your swain 
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Here,, fpars my doubting br^iast would .n^dve— • 

There, hope would more. propitious be;— 
But who can tell if she I loye. 

Will lend tho ttiutual taught to: me? . ; 



; •• • ^ 

■ ' » : 1 



Ah! tbiqkthat<^upid'spled3kigda]iC 

Phileno's breast must ever p£ov.e! 
Colder that iJiy Shepherd'j^ heact, 

Tho' hope should cease^ is doom'd to ^vei 
Ah ! think what pangs his bosom Kei^d^ • 

Condemned to p^rt ^ith )Edl in tbe^ I 
And who can $ay my gentle friend. 

Will lend the mutual thought to me ? 



t m • 



PER PEltSU ADER^ Ab AMAttE. 



AMIMTA DI TAS80. a¥tO I« 9CiltA L' ' i ' ^ ^ ' 



■»^ J . • 



HAD you the bliss, MyttiUo, prb^'dl. 

Of loving, and of being lov'd ; 

Had you the nameless rapture known^ 

When kindred souls unite in one ; 

You'd think, — (so sweet the hours would move) 

All moments lost, but those of love : 

Ah me ! on meaner themes intent — 
How many useless years I Ve spent ? 

How many useless days are flown. 

That pass'd unsocial and alone !— - 
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Relinquish then, deluded swain. 
Pursuits so trivial and so vain ; 
Participated joys, bestow 
More bliss than Solitude can know : 

To higher, sweeter, pleasures move — 
And own no blisj^ like that of love. 



i » « 



SONNE*. 



• t 



FJlfTKAmCH. 






AH! wlien dball'I trace iiiore¥ig''^iew^ 
Those tresseti which my lieatt^tidiaitt? 

Behold those beauteous smiles anew ? 
Or hear those dulcet sounds again. 



Oh Form too killing feir I — ^from thee 
For ever must my sorrows flow ? 

Shall I no glimpse of Pleasure see — 
Or Pleasure deeply ting'd with woe ? 
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If m those mild, those lovely eyes. 
That fascinate my soften'd breast. 

Some gathering beams of kindness rise. 
To give my aching bosom rest ; 



Fortune — ^my dire insatiate foe— 
The vessel or the steed prepares ; 

Forbids my budding joys to blow— 
And far their beauteous object bears. 



^M^JVTE ^JLJLr ^M^TJi, 



GUARINI. 



HAPPY, the Man who views your eye? ! 
Happier, for whom Belinda sighs ! 
Happiest, whose sighs have power to mpye 
Responsive sighs^ and mutual love ! 
And much I hope, the friendly star. 
That formed you lovely, sweet, and fair — 
Form'd you with charms and sense combined. 
To please the eye, and please the mind. 
Another wish my heart would move — 
'Twould be — ^to share Belinda's love. 



SOLILOQtJY OF AMARYLLIS, 



FBOM THB 



PASTOR FIDO, 



O MTRTILLO, MTRTILLO, ANIMA MIA! 



COULD my MyrtiUo but behold 
That heart, which now he deems so cold. 
How soon would Amaryllis prove, 
Elind pity, and returning love ! 



Ah ! what avails it, to have known 
The bliss of Love, and Love alone I 
Ah ! what avails it, that thy swain 



Was blithest 'mid the rural train I 

N 
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Why cruel Fate command to part. 
If powerful Love entwines the heart ? 
And why, perfidious Love ! entwine 
Those hearts which Fate forbids to join ? 



To the firefe T'enants o[ the fields 
No sudi ccttidition Nature yields; 
No harsh restraint like us they prove. 
And own no law but that of Love* 



Inhuman Law ! th' attempt of Man, 
To baffle Nature's wiser plan ; 
Why such a Cruel Mandate breathe ? 

Why punish faithful Love by death ? 
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For if th* offence so sweet appear, 
Concent'rmg all that life holds dear ; 
Why hard Necessity controul. 
The genuine dictates of the soul ? 



Nature imperfect sure must be. 
Resisting Law's august decree ; 
Or human Justice too severe. 



To curb wise Nature's free career. 



Yet, why for worthless life the sigh ? 
They little love who fear to die ! 

Would, my Myrtillo, death alone. 



Could for so dear a crime atone ! 

K 2 
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H<»oiirt so sacred to the Maid, 



By Viitues purest maxiins sway'd; 
My love I consecrate to tfaee, 
Iiiex(»rable Ddty ! 



And thou, &r dearer to this heart. 



Than ought Existence can impart 



Forgive her who must cruel prove. 
When rigid HcMiour fetters Love! 



But if, (each tender thought repressed,) 
Revenge inflame thine altered breast- 
Too well thy fatal wish succeeds; 
Thy hated Amaryllis bleeds ! 
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For thou art all that Life holds dear ; 
Each time I see thy falling tear. 
And when I hear thy heart-heav'd sigh. 
My very spirit seems to die ! 



Thy sighs my Woe's perpetual food— 
Thy tears are Amaryllis' blood — 
And every pang thy bosom bears. 
Thy Amaryllis more than shares. 

GUARINL 



STANZE AMOROSE. 



SWIFTLY, bounds the mettled courser/ 
Swift, the flying moments move ;— 

Haste, my beauteous Maid, lole,— * 
Give the fleeting hour to love I 



Soon is nipp'd the bud of beauty ; 

Quickly fades the flower of Youth ; 
Seize in time, the blest occasion 

To reward thy Shepherd's truth. 



Cynthia, glittering in yon river. 
Meekly sheds her paly ray ; 

Soon Aurora's mantling blushes 
Usher in the new born day : 
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Winter strips the leafy forest. 
Frost and snow deform the year; 

Soon returns the Vernal season ; 
Soon the ini&nt buds appear. 



We, but flourish for one summer- 
That elaps'd,— no more can boast ; 

Death entombs our hopes in darkness— 
When the light of life is lost. 



Ghosts in dreary realms of Pluto, 
Ne'er the softer passions prove ; 

They — immers'd in cold Oblivion- 
Lend no more the thought to love. 



■ t 



. i 
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While allowed to taste of pleasur 



Blameless bliss, without alloy ; 
While lole's young and blooming- 
Give the laughing hours to joy I 



We'll despise each idle rumour. 
Of that age, to love severe— 

When the tresses silver'd over. 
Speak the grisly Phantom near. 



Svi^iftly bounds the mettled courser ; 

Swift the flying moments move ; — •► 
Haste ! oh haste my best lole ! 

Give the fleeting hour to love J 

ANON. 



NOTES. 



p. 8. L.7, 
Hail seats qf Alfred ! hail sequestered shades! 
THE beauty of the walks of Christchurch and Magdalen 
Colleges, attracted the attention and admiration of Louis XVIIIth«, 
(now happily restored to the throne of his ancestors) : And, in- 
deed, very few that have met my observation can compare with 
them in their distinguishing features. The avenue at Christchurch 
is singularly noble, and the walk round the meadow well laid 
out, and pleasingly varied. Magdalen grove is more sequestered, 
one part of which still retains the name of ** Addison's Walk,'' 
from having been his favourite lounge when at that College. 
The appearance of Oxford, from various points of view, is very 
venerable and imposing. 

P. 9. L.I. 
The brother War tons caught poetic fire. 
The Wartons would have been an honour to any University : 
with Dr. W. I was intimately acquainted ; whose genuine wit, 
untinctured by asperity, lively conversation, and amiable manners, 
" Can I ? ah no ! I never can forget— 
*' While Memory holds her seat."— 

K 9. L. 10. 
H^re Heber's stripling Muse pour tray d the fate. 
Heber's prize poem of Palestine, composed at the age of 
nineteen, possesses the genuine Vim poeticam: it has since formed 
the basis of a celebrated Oratorio by Dr. Crotch, Professor of 
Music in the University; with whose person, and extraordinary 
powers, I was acquainted at a very early period; and whose 
wonderful precocious talents 1 have oflen witnessed. 

P. 10. L. 14. 

Blenheim, the offering of a grateful land* 
Blenheim, tho' a heavy, is a very majestic structure, and has 
more the appearance of a Palace than any I have seen in Britain : 
the Park is extensive, and abounds in varied view. 
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p. 12. L.8. 
Thy forests, Windsor, and thy green retreats. 
There is much beauty and repose in the style of scenery that 
characterises the Vale of Thames; arising from the luxuriant 
woods and meadows, interspersed with seats of the Nobility and 
Gentry, discovered at intervals through the trees. But though 
there are many beautiful prospects, I do not recollect any pos* 
sessing the characteristics of sublimity. 

P. 13. L.8. 
And Tunhridge, fanCdfor rillmedicinaL 
The views in the vicinity of Tunbridge Wells are beautifully 
varied ; and the late Mr. Cumberland had such an opinion of the 
salubrity of the air, that he mentions, in his memoirs, having 
never been confined to his room by illness for a single day during 
a residence of twenty years. — Hawkhurst — Bayham Abbey — 
Stoneland Park-— Penshurst Place— Harrison's Rocks-— and the 
high Rocks, only a mile and a half distant — merit the attention 
of every admirer of picturesque scenery. 

P. 15. L.4. 

No trace of Vernon in the rolls of Fame. 
I remember having read an Epistle from Vernon, written when 
in the Isle of Wight, and on the eve of leaving his country for 
India, addressed to his friend Sharp, (bewailing his separation 
from a female to whom he was tenderly attached) that evinced 
considerable poetical powers, and much genuine pathos. 

P. 15. L.11. 

Neighbour of Neptune's fathomless domain. 
The coast of Cornwall far surpassed my expectations. I was 
particularly struck with Fowey and its environs, and also with 
the grotto at Menabiliy, the seat of Mr. Rashleigh, (from whose 
family I received much attention when in that neighbourhood) : 
his collection of fossils and minerals is esteemed the best private 
one in the Kingdom. The ruins of Restormel Castle> near Lest- 
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withiel— Kynance Cove, near the Lizard — ^The Harbour and vi- 
cinity of Falmouth-— St. Michael's Mount — and the Land's End— « 
present specimens of the Beau or the Magnijique. 

P. 16. L. 12. 

Fractured the face qf Devon, Sfc, 
7his County is characterised by a variety of scenery and sur- 
face/ from whence it has, not unaptly, been termed fractitr*d: 
the climate is mild, and nothing (except lakes) wanting to com* 
plete its attractions^ Dartmoor is wild and dreary in the ex* 
treme: — llfracomb sublime and singular: — The cascade at Lid- 
ford, with its accompaniments, highly picturesque ^ as is also the 
country between Exeter and Moreton Hampstead. The Church 
of Brent Tor, seated on an insulated rock of granite, has a very 
uncommon appearance: Nothing can be more beautifully se- 
cluded than the ruins of Berry Pomeroy Castle : the hamlet of 
Babicomb, sloping to the sea, has a very singular effect ; near it 
is a marble Quarry, where I saw polished specimens that might 
Tie with the choicest productions of Italy : Torquay is situated in 
a cove of Torbay : the avenues about Torr Abbey are luxuriant ; 
and the narrow winding lanes, with masses of granite occasionally 
protruding themselves, give a striking peculiarity of feature to 
this part of the County. Dartmouth is Fowey on" a larger scale ; 
the walks at the He^'mitage on the banks of the Dart deserve a 
visit. Mount Edgecombe is generally admired; and, as well as 
the scenery about Linton and Linmouth, must be seen to be 
adequately appreciated. Sid mouth is a neat town, its environs 
beautiful ; as are also those of Teignmouth, and Dawlish* com- 
prising Mamhead, Luscombe, and Oxton House* The banks of 
the Teign are picturesque in every direction. 

P. 18. L.5. 

Expand the plains of fertile Somerset* 
The vale of Taunton is proverbially fruitful ; nor is this County 
destitute of Alpine scenery of no common description, as will 
be allowed by any one who proceeds from thence to Minehead, 
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and JOaWerton — visits the cliffs at Cheddar — ^and the glen at 
Wokey. The fine Cathedral at Wells ; and ruins of Glastonbary 
Abbey, will afford much gratification to the Traveller of taste. 

Charlcomhc / thy consecrated fabric stands, 
, Under the solitary yew tree in Charlcombe Church Yard, is a 
flat stone with the following Epitaph : viz. 
. ** Here lies the body of Frederic Augustus Wilmot, fourth son 
of Sir Robert Wilmot of Osmaston, in the County of Derby, 
Baronet: and of Mary Ann, his Wife: — He departed this life on 
the 29th December, 1810. Aged 8 Years." Concluding with 
these affecting lines : 

** Oh is this all ! has Hope but spoken 
So sweetly in the Parent's ear. 
To make them weep her promise broken. 
And seek the perishM record here ! 

Oh, why did Nature then bestow 
Her loveliest tints to deck our blossom. 
E'en while Death aim'd the fatal blow 
Which laid it low in Earth's cold bosom !'^ 

Parents rejoice ! for love sublime 

From earthly stem your plant has riv'n. 

To ripen in a brighter clime. 

And deck the glorious fields of Heaven ! — 

P. 33. L.I. 

Of Europe's towns the Queen, in structured pride. 
The scenery along the line of the- canal from Bath to Bradford 
appeared so beautiful to the venerable President of the Royal 
Academy, who visited it in company with the two Barkers, (both 
Painters of eminence resident at Bath) that he observed there 
was no necessity for the Bath artist to travel in quest of subjects 
for the pencil, when surrounded with such incomparable scenery. 
Wick Rocks, and Farley Castle, (distant from Bath about six miles 
each, but in opposite directions) merit the attention of the curious. 
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P. 30. L.3. 

7%c Lamb qf God, to slaughter led for Man ! 
Since Newton^ Locke, and others of the greatest capacity, who 
hare examined the principles of Christianity, have all been con- 
yjnced of the truth of its doctrines; what must be the insane pre-» 
sumption of the Infidel, who, (tho^ unable to account for his own 
existence, or even explain the constituent principles of a blade of 
grass,) strives to unhinge social order and comfort, by question- 
ing the evidence of a Revelation which inculcates the purest 
morality, and is eminently calculated to better the heart? But 
by Pride fell the Artels! what then can be the hopes of the 
wilfully blind Infidel? even infinite ilferc^ cannot reach him» 
consistent with infinite Justice ! but hope is not extinct till '' this 
corruptible puts on incorruption — and this mortal is clothed with 
immortality ;'' — Hope is co-eval with the breath of life. Let then 
the presumptuous Infidel repent ! but let him do it instantly ! for 
the next hour — nay the next moment'^Yiis life may be required* 

P. 31. ^L. 14. 

And that rude cliff, where Guy, (as legends tell), 
Warwick Castle is one of the noblest structures of the kind in 
-Britain, as well as the most characteristically fitted up; — and at 
the distance of less than two miles is the seat of Mr. Greathead, 
on Guy's clifif^ which is precipitous, elevated, and umbrageous^ 
"with the Avon meandering underneath. The paintings in the 
house by the younger Mr. Greathead (now. no more) are in the 
first style of excellence, tho' by a self-taught artist: his portrait 
of Bonaparte has the precise expression of countenance one would 
naturally expect from such a character ; and as his Mother thought 
it the best likeness of her Son she had seen ; and the then first 
Consul had a copy of it taken before Mr. Greathead quitted Paris; 
no doubt it must have been considered a striking resemblance. 
The " Cave of Despair,^' from Spenser's " Fairy Queen,'' is a 
chefd^Oeuvre, both in point of conception and execution. Then; 
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are several other paintings^ one of which is a portrait of the 
Artist, taken by himself, and esteemed an excellent likeness. I 
also observed a Bust of Mrs. Siddons, executed by herself, which 
I immediately recognised to have been intended for that incom- 
parable Actress, of whom it is an admirable representation. 

P. 34. L.8. ' 
Cambria presents a many-featur*d coast. 

The mountain scenery of Wales is of the most magnificent 
character: the cascades between Neath and Brecon numeroos : 
those formed by the rivers Hepsey and Purthin, I visited in 
1813; passed under the sheet of water at Kel Hepsta; and saw 
the Melta enter the cavern from whence it afterwards emerges. 
The falls of the rivers Mawddach, and Cain, near Dolgelle are 
singularly fine : there are also several picturesque ones at Hafod t 
these, however, are not equal to the succession of Waterfalls at 
Pont y Mynach, (usually denominated the Devil's Bridge,) about 
four miles distant; the effect produced by which, aided by the 
accompaniments of wood, cliff, and glen, and assisted by alter- 
nate clouds, and sunshine, was even greater than I experienced 
at Tivoli, in the year 1787; Tresham, the painter, had recently 
quitted the Cabaret where I took up my abode, the inside walls 
of which he had embellished with his admirable pencil : the 
Temple of the Sibyll was in the garden of the Inn; (situated 
immediately above the great Cascade, and over the Grotto of 
Neptune,) the interior was occasionally converted into a salle a 
manger, in which I was regaled with the only piece of roast beef 
I met with during my absence from England. Whether the de- 
ceased Artist painted any of the scenes in that beautiful country 
I am uninformed. 

P. 37. L. 12. 
The Grave of Gelert. 

In the Bibliographical monthly Publication by Sir Egerton 
Brydges, entitled " Restituta,'* No. 3, P. 183, is the tale of Pan- 
tiiias, which bears a striking resemblance to the story of Gelert. 
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P. 44. L.3. 

Where Deva, erst by Britons sacred dearCd, 
Pennant observes, '^ there is no river in England which has 
been so much celebrated by our Poets for its sanctity, as the Dee :" 
and produces several instances, two of which I shall select, viz. 

** Nor yet where Deva spreads her wizard stream.'' 

Miltom 
" And following Dee which Britons long y gone 
" Did call divine, that doth by Chester tend/' 

Spenser, 

P. 50. L.5. 

And oh my country much I grieve to note. 
The additions to " British Scenery," (amounting to upwards of 
four hundred lines,) were composed in the years 1812 and 1813. 
Respecting the assassination of the late Premier, 1 believe there 
was, and is, but one opinion amongst every worthy and honest 
individual of every party. 

P. 56. L.I. 

Ingenious work of JoUand's curious hand* 
Lincolnshire, as a County, is not entitled to much celebrity 
Tor the picturesque: the structures mentioned may, however, 
challenge comparison with any of the same kind in Britain; and 
the Hermitage at Louth, entirely planned and executed by the 
Rev. W, JoUand, the present Vicar, (whose hospitality and a^ 
tention to me in the Summer of 1810, 1 shall never forget,) is a 
surprizing work, when the great labour and ingenuity displayed 
in its construction, as well as the small space allotted for its se- 
clusion in the midst of a populous town, are taken into consi- 
deration. 

P. 38. L. 6. 
In Landscape diverse Caledonia shines. 
1 have twice made the tour of Scotland ; and three times visit- 
ed the Lakes, with increased pleasure : but as many travellers 
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have given pleasing and accurate descriptions of this part ef 
Great Britain, it is needless for me to expatiate on the individual 
variety of grand and beautiful scenery to be met with in the 
North, where the objects are numerous, and the selection difficult. 
Suffice it to add, that my principal wish and design has been to 
exhibit characteristic sketches of the most prominent features of 
British Landscape; and also to interweave and inculcate such 
moral, political, and religious principles, as may diversify de- 
scription, and, I hope, contribute to the improvement, as well 
as amusement of the Reader. If I have in any degree accom- 
plished this end, I shall not consider my time as having been 
wholly mispent. 

P. 189. L. 1. 

Swiftly bounds the mettled Courser, 
The first stanza in the Original is as follows, viz. 

" Amiam,' O bella lola, 
Amiam : che I'tempo vpla^i 
Veloce piii che dardo 
Che giunge il lieve pardo." 

Which not having been able to translate literally with any 
degree of felicity, I have introduced a stanza of my own, in 
which the leading idea is preserved, and the fleetness of the 
Courser substituted for that of the Arrow. Some other liberties of 
the same kind have been occasionally taken in endeavouring to 
render the sense of several passages in different specimens^ which^ 
I hope, may be allowable in one who professes to be merely an 
Imitator of these choice morsels of Italian poesy; and has at- 
tended more to the spirit, than the letter, of the Originals. I, 
however, flatter myself, the deviations are neither numerous^ 
nor of material consequence. 

FINIS. 
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AN EPISTLE, &c. &c. 



HEALTH to the statesman, whose presiding 

mind, 
Unchain'd by party, to no sect confined. 
Makes Britain's general weal its constant care ! 
(While Wellesley wields the thunder of the 

war); 
O'er whom Religion spreads her glittering vest ; 
His actions guides, and lightens in his breast. 
Of blameless morals, and unsullied feme. 
He justly claims a Patriot's honoured name. 



No Demagogue, by stormy passions toss'd. 
Who, (fortune, credit, and distinction lost) ; 
On Tub or Tahk to the rabble spouts ; 



'Reviles the frw, and Deifies the mUi 

B 



.1 



ii 



But once admitted partner of the ins, 
Pillow'd at ease the mute Reformer grins ; 
To new declaimers leaves the field, to dupe 
With fancied grievances the gaping group ; 
At Kings, and Ministers, and Peers, to rail ; 
And pour in witless ears the hackney'd tale : 
Profuse of promise, till Avith power endowed ; 
And then the first to villify the crowd ♦. 



* It does not appear to have occurred to the dupes of these 
pseudo Patriots, that, by rererting to the first Principles of the 
Constitution, the majority of Electors in the united Kingdoor 
must necessarily be disfranchised ; which would be much more 
liable to create dissatisfaction, and confusion, than by retaining 
all the 'BoToughs' sound or rotten ad infinitum; it being matter of 
notoriety that when the elective franchise was first conferred, a 
Freehold of 40s. per annum was nearly, if tiot altogether, of 
equal value with one of 401. per annum at the present moment; 
so that on this principle no Person, having less than forty pounds 
a year freehold Property^ would be entitled to vote for a Member 
of Parliament. What would be the consequence of an alteration 
of this kind, no Person can foresee ; and it would be madaeu to 
make the experiment* 
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Not suth the boaduct, whose attraction won/ 

The equsd confidence, of Sire, and Son : 

Thy Sovereign's fi'iend, thy grateful Country's 

jJridei 

Long, Petcevali Britannia's councils guide ! 

To wisejestrictions make the rabble bow ; 
With toleration's wreaths adorn thy brow ; 

But ne'er let hands officious violate. 

Our great Palladium, or in Church, or State ! 

Of innovation, see a warning given. 

In France's crimes, whipt by offended Heaven! 



The guiding helm, in these tempestuous times, 

• • ' ■ . - .- • . , 

•■ • ■ • ■ • . , 

This fruitful age of punishment and crimes, 

•; •• I • • • t - 

How hard to steer ! oh ! when will Peace, again, 

! . . . . ' • 

And smiling Plenty, re-assume their reign ? 

b2 



•*» 



4 



WtreA will tiie Dietnoii of io^dious QavA, 
The dire destroyer of the nations, jfkll ? 
O'ei* tracts of dfesOlation stefn be smiles ; 
And Europe sways by arms, or cheats by wiles. 
Iberia still his ruthless liage withstands/ 
And thins in vasion'-s predator jr bands. 
Forth from the deep defile, &r tatigled spray. 
The fierce Gtferilla jJounces On tlie prey ; 
In cities fenc'd his fell Bsmditti coops ; 
And spreads destruction through iiis straggling 

troops. 
Oh ! may the cause of Liberty prevail ! 
And Gaul's infernal machinations fail ! 

• - • 

Much injur'd nation ! how can I relate. 
Thy cruel wrongs, and unexampled &te ? 



Thy King entrapped, thy country ravag'd o'er; 
And chry^tal streamlets, changed to streams of 

gore* 
Thy violated inat^oias mourn in yiEUQ^ 
Their in£mts butcher'd on th' ensanguia'd plain ; 
Spare, sparemy childl in vain the Parent's pray 'rf 
The Tyrant's bloodhounds never leam'd to spare. 



Behold the shade of Palafox arise. 
Indignant glancfss flashing from bis eyes! . 
Spaniards, the Heoro cries, rush boldly on ; 
Avenge th^ slaughtered soqs <^ Arragon! 
See from Gibraltar's steep embayed rode,. ^ 
To fertile plains of northern Xianguedoc; 
From Finisterre, to Torruella's shore,^ 
The merciless hordes of fell Marauders pour: 
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O'er Catalonia's desolated plains^ 
And cities raz'd, the butcher Suchet reigns : 
At Seville, Soult his crimson banner *waves. 
And covers Andalusia's soil with graves : 
While Marmont his insatiate legions spreads. 
O'er "proud Castile; and fiur Segovia's meads* 



Forth from the mountain regions of Navarre, 
Intrepid Mina leads avenging war; 
In vain the Gallic myrmidons vrithstand. 
The fearless onset of th* infuriate band ; 
Vain are their taunts, their boasted valour vain, 
Oppos'd in combat by insulted Spain : 
Three fugitives, escap'd the carnagie, bear 



Th' appaling tidings to Macdonald^s ear* 



:.. I 



But Freedom's suffering Champions greet my 

eyes; 
In mental view their warrior forms arise : 
Castanos^ Sanchez^ Ballasteros^ see. 
And Blake ; tii' undaunted sons of Liberty ! 
To these, Iberia shall the column raise. 
And Patriot Poets swell the song of praise ; 
To these, Hispania's dames shall offerings bring, 
Of cbaplets, fragrant with the breath of spring: 
Th' historic page to future times shall givQ> 
Their high exploits ; and bid the heroes live ; 
In leaves, more durable than brass, shall tell. 
Who bravely fought, who conquered, and who 



fell. 



And oh ! my country, be it thine to share 
Their glorious toils, and spread the rising war ; 
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With succours prompt to combat at their side ; 
By every tie to Freedom's sons allied. 
Britannia's powerful aid the foe alarms. 
When Wellington, unconquer-d, i^hines in 

arms ♦. 
What nobler spectacle can Europe see. 
Than realms oppressed, determined to be free ? 
In vain the Upstart drags his slaves from fer ; 
And fresh conscriptions multiply the war ; 
Indignant Spain his proffered mercy spurns. 
And tho' defeated, to the charge returns. 



* It will probably be in the recollection of many Persons who 
perused the Parliamentary debates during the session of 1809, as 
given in the Newspapers; that Lord Grenville is there stated to 
have expressed his conviction^ that in six months from that period 
there would not be a single British soldier in Portugal except as 
a prisoner : Whether (if that statement is correct) he has been a 
true or false Prophet, I leave to the Reader to determine. 
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By second causes, to oMr i^ense^ ^^f^B^ . ! 
We oft discern the high intents of Heaven : 
'' At the rebuke of one when thousands flee/^ 
We read a guilty nation's destiny ; 
But, when a harrass'd kingdom, undismay 'd« 
With undiminish'd ardour draws the blade ; * 
Tho' dire misfortunes may that land assail^ 
Its brave defenders shall at length {tfevail* 



As when great Julius was ordain'd. tQ fy^, . 
The potent force of Brutus' patriot steel;.. ^ 
Conspicuous, through the trackless realms dfjiir^ 
A trailing Meteor shot pprtentcMis glare; • 
First on the confines of the diistant aky. 
The lustrous stranger held his course on high ; 
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Then nea)rer Earth hisdazding train he drew^ 
Bursting terrific on th' astonish'd Tiew : 
The Augurs, sacrifidal rites prepare. 
And deprecate offended heaven with pray V : 
So when of late a radiant herald pass'd 
O'er Europe, now a tributary waste ; 
PerehancOs the harbinger of happier days. 
He shot through air his salutary rays ; 
A delegated messenger from heaven. 
In mercy, to offending mortals given ; 
To mark the Corsican's descending scale, 
And bid his wily machinations fail. 
Oh ! shine retributive, auspicious star ! 
Eoll o'er oppression's toob the tide of war : 



11 



Shine, the precursor of an Era, bright 
With happier omens, and successful fight : 
When rescued Europe doffs her galling chains ; 
And Freedom, Order, and Religion, reigns. 



Though now, through many a subjugated 
realm. 
The giddy Pilots topple from the helm ; 
This ^' precious gem set in the silver sen'* 
Remains unconquer'd, happy, great, and free : 
Spectatress of the war — distempered sc^ne^ 
Keeps her majestic port, and lofty mem : 
Onward, with firm and fearless step, she goes ; 
And, tho' outnumbered, triumphs o*er her foes : 
Where'er her Navy spreads her venturous sail. 
She rides Dictatress ; and her arms prevail,^ 
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Fkotected kjT his aaTiiig poirart wfaoBe sw9sf 
Tbe Waves admowledge^ aod the Winds obey. 



HmHiess and energy the times demamit 
To keep from Gallic gripe, this fevour-d landi 
F(Nr» seait^ our Annab from the days of old; 
Of years long passed the destinies unfold; 
£qd<Nne die reoords c^ Lisa's idgn; 
OiBT Edwards and our Ifeuries, Ixing again: 
lirt Agincouit's, and Cressy's fidds^ impart. 
Consoling Omens to each British heart; 



Extend the rrtroqpeot throu^ History's page, 

:Ffom tinie'is first dawning, to this recreant age: 

Then, arm'd with sudi authorities, rdate. 
When timid cwmsek say d a menac'd state. 



IS 



Nataous iosulted with impuittty. 

Are ripefot Bondage, not for liberty:. 



Thou, vfbo, when 'mid couvolsicnis deqierate 
ihroes, 
Th' ill omened Gallic iRevolutk>ii rose; 
When Innovation's imps, a harpy brood. 
Panted to steep their murderous fangs in bkod; 
By Pitt befriended, and to Pitt allied ; 
With kindred ardour join'd to stem the tide. 
The slaughter-welling torrent, that dismayed 
The great, the good, and made the brave afraid: 
How art thou changed! thy vigour pass'd away, 
Unnery'd by Whitbread, and desponding Grey. 
Methinks I see thy Kinsman's shade descend. 
His country's Saviour, and his Monarches friend ; 
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IV) thee he beckons— thee he wartis to shun / 
The shoal of Party> e er thy race be run ; 
To join thy country's helmsman^ hand and heart; 
To him, thy powerful influence impart^ 
In these disjointed times: the timorous Crew^ 
Abandon ; and thy former course pursue ! 
So shall the star of Grenville brighter shine^ 
And gild the brows of an illustrious line. 



But what is power or influence, in his sight. 
Who governs worlds, and turns the scale bf fight? 
He, onlT/f can repel the threatening stdrm ; 
Our arms propitiate, and our hearts reform : 
To him, their surest aid, let Britons fly ; 
His frown is death, his spiile is Victory : 
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His arm alone can guilty nations save^ 
From dire convulsions, and the yawning grave. 
Oh! then, to him, let ceaseless prayers ascend; 
To him, our knees in deep contrition, bend; 
Firm on the *' Rock of Ages/* build our trust; 
For Dust we were, and shall return to Dust« 



FINIS. 



Stratford, Printer, Crown-Court, Templa-Bar. 
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ASSASSINATION haunts St. Stephen's walls! 



if 



Shorn of its beams" the star of Egmont falls! (fl) 



His country mourns her Patriot-Pilot gone ; 
His Relict mourns her Earthly comforts flown; 
His children mourn the Father and the Friend; 
Religion mourns, and consecrates his end. 



I. 



He ne'er dbparted from her patb9 divina; 
No selfish {mrpose stam'd his spotless breast; 
He shone in hfaman life, and stiQ shaU sbiUte 
In heavenly mansions and the realms of rest. 

(a) The assassinated Premier wz^ the sqq of the late Kajrl of 
£gnK>n|> (who died ia 177Q,) and born at his Fatbev's bouse in 
Audley Streiet, Not. 1^ 1763. He was named aft^r his Uncle 
Sfefkc^r, bis Fs^the? having married Catherine Compton, Sister 
U^ the hU, and eighth Earl of Northampton, 
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II. 



And thou who erst didst Orient India sway, 
Renown'd for talent join'd to bold emprise. 
Attend ! nor scorn th' admonitory lay. 



When low on earth the christian Statesman lies. 



IIL 



And shouldst thou fall, as fell thy mild compeer. 
And prematurely press the clay-cold bed ; 
Say — ^will a nation's blessings grace thy bier ? 
And o*er thy fate a Martyr' s lustre shed? (6). 



{h) *' With respect to the Right Honourable Gentleman al- 
** luded to^ I believe no man to have excelled him in public and 
** private virtues^ in acuteness of intellect^ or mildness of tern- 
^' per.— -An intimate knowledge of his virtues could only be 
'' gained by a long acquaintance. I had little personal acquaint- 
*' ance with him^ but so far as I could judge I highly respected 
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IV. 



And will the gifted Bard thy wortb proclaim ? 
And gild thy 'scutcheon with immortal verse? 
Will children, taught to lisp thy honoured name. 
Thy pious deeds in artless strains rehearse ? 



V. 



Nor deem that Spencer's narrow views inclin- d. 
To dark Intolerance, or purblind Fear ; . 
Thou little know'st the tenor of his mind. 
No Bigot-feeling found admittance there. 



*' his yirtues; aud I consider the act which deprived him o^ 
" existence as a stain upon humanity. The parity of his 
*' character has thrown the lustre of Martyrdom around his 

" memory." 

See Marquis Wellesl&y's speech, in the Housq of Lords^ June 8^ 
1812, as given in the Courier Newspaper of the day^ ic^Uowing. 
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VI. 



Bat, cradled in the $acred ways of Troth, 
0*er all he wish'd her radiant beams to shine^ 
To cbear with heavenly light the dawn of youth. 
And point to Palsied Eild the path divine* 



VII. 



Say— to the Suppliants of the Mystic Whore 
Should influence and encouragement be given?(c) 



His aim t' avert her Judgements from our shore 



f 



His aim to deprecate the wrath of Heaven ! (d) 

(e) Should tins prayer of the Catholic peckioii be granted, not 
enly woi^ld persona of that persuasion, be capable of. filling the 
fai^heat offices,ia the state-— of becoming Legislators. and Judges — 
but even the Keeper of the King*s conscience, the Lord High 
Chancellor himself, might be subject to the spiritual soyereignty 
of the Roman Pontiff; quod Deus avertat ! 

\^ TliAt d^ Inhabitants of that part of 44e United Kingdom 
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VIII. 



Is this Intolerance? Refonrters say I ^^Y 

Is this^in chains a free-born race ta hold ? ; " 
No— 'tis to point the error of their way^ ;r 
And lead all Chrbtians to one comoion fold, (f) 



who profess the Romish Religion have suffered more than their 
Protestant fellow subjects is a well known fact; as also that the 
Judgements of the Almighty haVe fallen with peculiar severity 
upon the Catholic Nations of the Continent, viz. 

Protestant States th^t have* ill any measure preserved tile 

faith of their Ancestors, have in a manner been exempt. Self 
" defence and wanton provocations compelled England to enter 
" into l^e eontest. IRtt firniness, under Provid^c^^ blM&d the 
" designs of her malicious enemy against Herself, But her 
'* hapless AlUes^ akeady devdted by the just Jac^eibeiMt of ^4d 
** to drink in their turn, torrents of blood, inasmuch as they have 
" heretofore profusely shed the. blood of Saints and Prophet^ it 
" exceeded her power to save. The mighty arm of the l.ord 
" snatched her from impending destruction, and withered the 

boasted strength of her Foe, when directed against Herseff: 

but the Angel of (he mutefw, while she was |Mf«8erved ki llle 

midst of wide extending- hav^oc^ and dcisolatioa atumky^^^" 
'* nounced the vengeance of Heaven against her Popish Con- 
" federates. Tliey have shed the blood of Saints and Prophets, 

and thou hast given them hlood to drink; for they. are worthy. 

Vide Newton, fiber, itrid ihe most aipproTid cbfnitiebtiHIcifi^s 
upon thePro})]Moie8jrdIatkigiiiiifapalBoiiie. .7 j ^ 

(e) By an enlightened toleration, joined to mild expostulation. 
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IX. 



Peace to his ashes ! though severe his doom. 

His trial closed — ^his record is on high— 

, ■ • 
Perchance delivered from the ills to come, 

f . ... 

And singled for an inmate of the sky. 



X. 



No more Spectator of his Country's woes. 
Where Demagogues the Public mind inflame, 
Harrass'd by foreign and intestine foes. 
Domestic Fiends, and Patriots but in name. 



much good might be effected; but> unfortunately^ the advocates 
for, what is erroneously ^lled. Catholic Emancipattonj, are 
generally violent in the extreme. Whatever can be safely 
granted should not be withheld. — But, surely^ the highest 
offices in. the Realm are not of that description, if we pay any 
attention to the vital interests either of Church or State. 
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XI. 

Where Discbrd stalks through a divided land^ 

Foster'd by bloated Pride and Party-^views; //' 
While Faction lifts aloft her flatning br^nd, - 
Hostile alike to Freedom arid the Miiseu 

« 

XII. 

No venal Rhymester pours th' applausive strain. 

In flattery schooled, and heedless of desert, 

(Th' adulatory stanza flows in vain) 

Tis h'oriest praise — the language of the heart! 

XIII. 

Oh ! may his Colleagues still the righteous cause 

Support — and still avert th' impending rod ! 
Preserve inviolate Britannia's laws ! 
Britannia's altars brook no idol-God. (/) 

(/) It is a lamentable fact that there seems to be a total absence 
of zeal amongst most of the members of the established church; 
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XIV. 
Mc^ lio Indulgences her Fdith profiyie! 

No Absolution sanction lend to critne ! 

So shall her Church luid State for ay^ rt^Baaiii 

Pure-^nd impervious to the tooth of Tiroe« {g) 



as if Christianity, instead of being the door to a happy or mise- 
rable immortalitys was merely a political engine to keep society- 
together. What account such timid and worldly-minded nominal 
Christians will be able to render at that day when every secret of 
the heart shall be disclosed, is well worth their serious consi- 
deration. 

(g) The concession of the Catholic claims has been recom« 
mended on the score of what is called Liberality, and its oppcnsers 
have been branded as intolerant narrow-minded Bigots. But 
surely there is a wide difference between Encouragement and 
Persecution. Toleration Dissenters of every denomination ought 
to enjoy in the most extended sense of the wohL But how k 
conscientious member of the Church of England, can suffer 
himself to become a passive instrument in saiicti<Miing a mode oC 
worship which he must consider as idolatrous, is to me inexpli- 
cable. Unfortunately a general lukewarmness aiid iadifierende 
about Religion appears to be an alarming characteristic of the 
Present £iau The wisdom of this world too often svpersedds the 



a * • 



it 
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wisdom that is from ^bt^ve. The wise policy of otir Fore(%ith«ri' 
is become the lavr^ingostioek of their d^getievale progeny 
Mx>d«rate coansels are exp1odod*^^tery thing is In eictretoieff — 
old £hifig»tre passed atHiy*^alt thitigs ai^becom«iiew^. Although' 
the tenets and tteracter of the Roman CMholio persoanion remain 
ilnchatiged^ the mtst pnetantxons of o*qi* Ancestors to g^Atd agtiinsi 
the possible predt>mhiance of ihiat IRelrgion ai^n^w said to faaye 
become unnecessary. — ^With r^peet to «ttidK ^atrolstc^; Mr; Per- 
eerar/when Solicitor General, in a debate upon'^ Monastic 
histitotion Bill in 1800; jtidrcionsly observed, 'Hhttt it tras the 
spirit of the Cathoh'c persuasion to make as msmy conterts as 
possible; indeed it was the principle of every religion to a 
given extent, but emphatically so of this, and therefore while 
we were talking of kindness to the Catholics, and while we 
expected gratitude from them for such kindness, we ought not 
to be surprised if that gratitude consisted in their endeavouring 
to convert the whole nation; nor should we be angry *witii 
them for making such an attempt, as they believed they could 
*' not obtain for us a greater blessing than to make Catholics of 
" us all; but it was our business to be on our guard against such 
" a spirit, since it was utterly inconsistent with that of our Con- 
" stitution/' 

When Lord Howick, (now Earl Grey) brought forward the 
Catholic question on the 5th of March 1807, Mr. Perceval 
" considered it as one of the most important and dangerous mea- 
*' sures that had ever been submitted to the legislature. Not the 
" measure merely, but the system on which it was founded, 
" excited in him the most formidable objections. Where are we 
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• 

'' to stop if this is granted ? The Protestant interest ought to be 
*' maintained in Ireland. From the arguments used, the Refer- 
'* mation might seem to be only a convenient Political measure. 
*' The incongruity of the law might be great in I%eory, but -was 
''it so in Practice T The Presbyterian in Scotland is sacrificed 
** just as much as the Catholic of Ireland; yet when had either 
fleered the penalties of tbe Act ? He denied that a Catholic 
having obtained a commission in Ireland was liable topenalties 
''in England: the Union sanctioned the-Act; and if, after* all, 
" inconvenience did actually occur, the annual indemnity bill 
" completely covered the case. We must look also to the in- 
" convenience to the service. One Soldier would go to a Me-^ 
" thodist chapel, another to a Presbyterian meeting, a third to a 
" Roman Catholic church; and the inconvenience would be 
" greater still in the Navy. If this evil is suffered to increase^ 
" that would ultimately he obtained from the weakness of Parlia^ 
9^ mentg which its Wisdom would be desirous to withhold.'* 



tc 
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POSTSCRIPT. 



Scarce four successive Moons had warid away 
Since first I pennd tK Epistolary lay, 
Wfien disappointment, madden d into hate, 



I 



Overturn d the firmest Pillar of the State i 
The leaden death, with momentary smart 



Wing d its swift progress through the blameless heart; 
But, (stopt the ciimson current in his veins,) 
His look benign the speaking corpse retains. 
Then, Widow' d Mourner ! check the rising sigh ! 
Thy Husband's Guardian-spirit hovers nigh ! 
With pitying eye his native isle surveys. 
Beset by factious men, andfaWn on evil days. 
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THE PRESENT TIMES; 



OR, 



The First Three Mmths of the Year 1812. 



WHEN tuneful Barbauld once again. 

Resumes the long neglected strain ; 

Again, with feeling, force, and fire. 

Strikes, with maturer touchy the Lyre ; 

The Lyre, that in departed days. 

O'er her young forehead twin'd the bays; 

While to the rapt Lancastrian throng. 

She sweetly lisped the moral Song ; 

To Nature next attun'd the string. 

And sung the charms of opening Spring, 

A2 
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While on her fidthful Chart appear 

The beauties of th' " unriperid Year;'' {a) 

And many a fragrance-breadiing flower. 

That decks the woodbioe-tufted Bower. 

And when th- ev^its of Year the last 
Are on poetic Tabfet trac'd ; 

Say shall my careless Pen presume 

To rival her superior Plume ? 



(a) The early productions of Mrs. Barbauld^ when Miss Aikin^ 
are so exquisitely beautiful^ that it must be matter of regret to 
every lover of Poetry that she has not ^voured the Public with 
more compositions of the same Nature. The four following lines 
have been indelibly impnnted on my Memory from boyhood, 
and are, I hope, not unfeithfuUy given; though it is many, 
many, years since I read the Poem of which they constitute a 
part : Nothing can be more appropriately beautiful; viz : 



" Already see the Snow Drop dares appear/* 
'' The first pale blossom qf th* unripen'dyear;" 
*^ Its name, its hue, the scentless Plant retains;^ 
^' And Winter lingers in its tcy veins/* 
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At humble distance, I pursue 
Her track, and sketch a nearer view : 
And still, alas 1 The Present Times, 
Abound with tumults, war, and crimes; 
Still through the ravaged Globe is seen 
The fierce marauder's threatening mien ; 
0*er Europe still is held the rod 
Retributive, of Europe's God ! 
What Funerals gloom the early year. 
Of youthful prime, and tresses sear ! 
Besides those gallant souls that die, 
Chear'd by the shouts of Victory : 
The titled brow, the Warrior brave^ 
Are undistinguished in the grave ; 
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The narrow tenement contains 



, What of mortality remains. 

' Pale Death beats dotvn, with equal Foot^ 
The regal Tower, the Peasant's Hut ; (b) 
Nought can his fateful shaft arrest. 
Conspicuous in the Gartered breast : (c) 
Buckingham, Cotton, and Bu(x^leugh, 
Are gone ; and titled Uxbridge too ! (rf) 



(b) Pallida Mors, aiquo pulsat pede 

Pauperum Tabernas, Rcgumque Titrrei. 

HOR. 

(c) The circuiqstance of the Prince Regent having had no leas 
than four Blue Ribbands to dispose of at the time when the 
unrestricted Regency commenced, sufficiently proves the morr 
tality that must have taken place among the Knights of the 
Garter in the course of the preceding year. 

(d) The Duke of Buccleugh died January 11th. Sir Charles 
Cotton February 33rd. The Earl of Uj^bridge Inarch 13th. 
The Marchioness of Buckingham March 16th. 



Ithe fibst three months op the year 1812. 

And gallant Craufurd, (sad to tell) 

Before Rodrigo's Fortress fell ; 

Whose ramparts now, inhum'd, contain 

The relics of the Chieftain slain, (e). 

Reforming Tooke is ta'en away 

And mingles with his Parent clay. 

That doiTd his Sacerdotal Gown, 

To gain politicEd Renown ; 

But now his mortal Sun is set, 

Cold lies the Tutor of Burdett! (J) 



(e) This distinguished Officer received a mortal wouDd while 
leading on the light Division to the Storm of Ciudad Rodrigo in 
tbe evening of January 19th; and was interred, by order of 
Lord Wellington, in those ramparts he so gallantly assisted in 

(/) This singular Character expired at Wimbledon March 
18th, EEtat: 7^- I shall here take the opportunity of adding, 
that an the advocates for Parliamentary Reform are not agreed 
among themselves upon any specific Plan, nor can ascertain the 
benefit to be derived from so rash an Experiment, at a time when 
our own state is so infinitely preferable to that of the surrounding 
Nations; I cannot but consider them as little better than Maniact, 
or Political Suicide/, who cannot or will not take warning by the 
dreadful examples around them, which to a sane Mind would 
operate as Beacons to avoid the Rocks upon which so many Statei 
have suffered Shipwreck. 
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Muse to the Regent tune the strain. 
Sing the fifth Harry come again ! 
Upon his Princely plumage, see 
Reclines the Bird of Victory ! 
Of Banda, and Rodrigo, tell ; 
And how Batavia's bulwark fell ; 
Bourbon, Mauritius, swell the story. 
Of Gallic loss, and British Glory ; 
Th' exploits of Wellington record. 
Of Graham, and of Beresford ; 
Of Hill (who always does his duty) 
Skerrett, Gillespie, and Achmuty, {h) 



(A) The particular atchievements of the above distinguished 
officers^ are too recent^ apd well known, to require either enu- 
meration or eulogium. 

B . 
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Of every Colony bereft. 

Not one poor Settlement is left, 

One single Isle for us to wrench 

From Holland, Denmark, or the French, (a^ ' 

But, what's all this^ (the Party say 

Marsliaird by Grenville and by Grey,) 

Success in Portugal and Spsdn, 

Does nothing but our coffers drain ; 

Of Manufactures cause stagnation. 

And Pauperise the Population ; 

We wish to husband your riesources, "^ 

And neither Money send, nor forces : 



(i) The tide of success, (as f^.a^ Britain is indiyidually cpn* 
cemed,) has been uninterrupted since the cpmrnencement of the 
Regency ; and in the East, (as Lord Minto observes) '* we haye not 
an enemy or a rival from the Cape of Good Hope to Cape Horn. 



•» 



I 
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Let Boney, with our free consent. 

Enslave and sack the Continent ; 
And, when he's no one left to fight. 
Overwhelm us with concentric might ; 



• J . 



Ships, Colonies, Trade, let him have. 
Cries Whitbread, Peace is all I crave ! {k) 
. So then, because there's little vent 
For Goods upon the Continent, 
To give all up is wise and civil. 
And send our Commerce to the Devil f 



{k) It is stated in the Newspapers thatthis Gentleman, in tlie 
course of the debate in the Commons House of Parliament on 
Wednesday January 9th, expressed himself to the following 
effect ; ** The great object of Bonaparte was said to be the acqui- 
sition 'of Ships, Colonies, and Commerce, and that he^ would 
never make peace till he had obtained them : If (said Mr. Whit- 
bread) this be the sole Obstacle to Peace^J^'Would to God, Bona- 
parte had Colonies ! Would to God that he bad Commerce T* 

B2 
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But since with them I can't agree. 
They're welcome to stay out for me : 
Some worthy Partners too, I wot 
The Ministerial Firm has got ; 
Sidmouth, the Foe of Peculation, 
Obtains a confidential Station, 
Himself (a Host in good designs) 
The Ministerial Phalanx joins ; 
Hostile to change and Revolution, 
Friend to our genuine Constitution. 
Nor, Muse, forget the Worth of Eldon ; 
For what he does is always well-done; 
True to his Sovereign and his Trust ; 
The learn d, the pious, and the Jv^t ; 
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And may his Acts recorded be 
In Heaven's eternal Chancery ! 
For true Religion's Votaries claim 
A glorious everlasting Name ; 
Ne'er of their Saviour's cross asham'd, 
Howe'er by sordid Worldlings blam'd ; 
But what avails the Scorner's scoff. 
When this terrestrial Garb drops off? 
When, " Time shall be no more'* resounds 
Throughout the Empyreal bounds ! 
And, well I wot, celestial graces. 
Outweigh all earthly joys and Places. 
But Revelation is High Treason, 
To the redoubted Sons of Reason ; 



12 ' THE PRESENT TIMES; OR, 



Oh may f thou great Omniscient Cause ; 

The spumers of thy sacred laws, 

Repentant, e'er the Gulf of Death 

Absorbs their unbelieving breath,) 

lift up their guilty hearts to thee. 

In deep contrite humility ! 

And may thy mercy to their crimes^ 

Thy name exalt in future times ! 

In Britain 'tis alas ! the rage 

In Party combat to engage : 

Each Ministerial proposition 

Must meet determined Opposition ; 

Who makes Bank Notes a legal tender, 

|s a most desperate offender ; 
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For what are they but bifci of Paper, 
Proper for Palm of linen Draper? 
But not for Lordly fist to handle; 
(Unless indeed to light a candle^) 
And British Tenants sure must know; 
There's Gold enough in Mexico : 
Then why not ship their hoarded grain. 
Forthwith to transatlantic Spain ? 
And when there's nothing else to do. 
Return with Ingots from Peru ; 
In weighty Bullion pay their rent. 
And make the lords of Land content ? (/) 



(/) Had any one Member of Parliament^ in the late Debate on 
making Bank Notes a legal tender^ suggested tbis very rtc^ion^ 
abk, feasible, and unexceptionahle expedient, the Minister would 
have been completely posed, and must of necessity have given 
up his Plan altogether ; and in a ^ort time Bullion would have 
become a mere drvg. 
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Pray why do Grey and GrenviUe pout ? 
They would be in; and yet are out ; 
The Country must be lost, to boot, 



Of '* All the Talents'' destitute : 

Then wheii their Country goes to pot. 

Should they be pleased ; or should they not ?(m) 

Nought can /their steadfast minds subdue ; 

Nor Proffered Place, nor Ribband Blue. 

To rule the Regent and the Nation 

They had a wonderous inclination ; 

And made a very fair proposal, 

T'have every thing at their disposal ; 



' (tn) Though the Author of this Poem is by no. means inclined 
to prefer the Grey and Grenville Administration to the present 
one, (indeed he confesses his inclinations in a slight degree lean 
to the opposite side) yet not wishing to appear deficient in Can- 
dour he puts the above question to his Readers, for theni to 
answer at their lebure. 
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But his consent they could not get ; 
No wonder then they fume and fret. 
And are in such a grievous Pet ! 
Since now Fovr% Patronage and all 
Fall to the lot of Perceval ; 
And nought in prospect, or at hand. 
To chear the disappointed Band : 
For don't the Regent's actions show. 
He sides with Perceval and Co ? 
With Liverpool and Eldon too, 
And all the Antecedent Crew ? 



But Party feelings I explode 
Reader, excuse a little Ode ; 
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The product of my youthfol brain : 
Thus ran th' Invocatory strain ; 
** Hail Concord, fairest Child of Jove, 
Sister of white-rob'd Peace and Ldve ! * 
By thee Unfriended Kingdoms^fiill 
(While mighty nationa rise from small,^ 
Empires and States are taught to yield. 
And routed Armies fly the field. 
No jarring Factions can withstand 
The force of one United Band. 

Rom^ in unrivaird Glory shone, 

/^ 
And made a conquered World her own ; (n) 

(n) The following Ode was a school Exercise of the Author 
composed^ in days of Yore, from the following Thesis^ which 
he weir remembers^ but not from whence it is quoted, Tiz. 

" Concordia, res parva crescunt ; 
Discordid, maxima dilabuntur." 
And which, (thinking it applicable to the present Crisis) He has 
ventured to adopt as a Conclusion to the Poem. 
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She from a small beginning rose. 
Impervious to an host of Foes : 
Where'er her Eagle rear'd his head. 
The bravest hostile nations fled ; 



Whene'er she battled on the main 



The waves were purple with the slain ; 
Remotest realms her rule allow'd ; 



And em Britannia to her bawd. 



Though long, in spite of adverse fete. 
She, in her pristine glory, sate ; 
Yet Jove, (whose pleasure governs all) 
Ordain'd her towering spires should fell : 
Then, rising from his sun-bright Throne, 
7hus made his dreadful purpose known ; 
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OiKipring of Maia f haste, prepare ; 
On fleetest pinions cut the air ; 
And wing thy subterranean flight ; 
To Chaos^ and the realms of Night ; 
There wilt thou find a Monster fell. 
Sprung flrom the lowest brood of HelU 
Discord her name ; whom Envy bore 
To Hatred, on the Stygyian shore : 
Bid her to Rome betake her way 
And there her blackest arts display* 
Thus spake the God — ^the son obey'd,^ 
And quickly sought the Stygian shade ; 
Obedient to the heavenly Sire, 
The Sprite ascends on Wings of fire. 
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As when a storm with fury flies. 
When billows threat the distant skies ; 
When Triton seeks his oosy bed. 
And Thetis hides her ^pping head ; 
•So Rome, who erst elate with pride 
Concordant all the World defied; 
Now trembles with commotions dire. 
While Discord wraps her walls in fire ; 
Brothers on Brothers spend their rage. 
And Fathers with their Sons engage : 
The Monster saw it with delight. 
And gloried in the hideous sight : 
Then back to Chaos sped her way. 
And sudden left the realms of day. . 
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Here, heavenly Goddess take, thy stand ; 

And guard Britannia's favoured land ! 

May she, like Rome, triumphant rise ; 

And touch, with towering top, the skies ! 
May she obtain a deathless name; 
And vanquished Tyrants swell her fame ; 
But ne'er may Discord wave her wand. 
To vex with broils this happy land ! 
May Concord flourish ; Discord cease ; 
And Party feuds subside in Peace!" 



FINIS. 
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^he Last Nine Months of the Year 1812, 



SCARCE had my doggrels Chronico, 
Politico, Ironico, 
Satirico, and such like rhitnes. 
Sketched with light hand The Present Times; 
E'er the relentless shaft of Fate, 
(That strikes the little and the grid), 
At Gordoti's breast unerring sped. 
And stretch'd her with the titled dead, (a) 
Reft of their hopes, the Opposition 
Suppoit the Catholic petition ; 

(a) The dutchess of Gordon died in April 1819. 

A 



t 



Fqi? if they eouHl contrive to heneh* 
The Premier from the Treasury bench : 
Altho, (my ^e^ders,) as I take it, 
Broad bottom would go near to tireak it; 

Yet, should they there at last bC; seat^. 
How poor Old England would be treaty 1 
For did not all their project^ fail 
When in before? pray list my tale.—* . 
The Dardanelles, and Buenos Ayres, 
(Where Whitelppke play'^l sucfe straa^ 
va&raries. ib\ 
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And Egypt too (whose hostile shore 
Was steep'd m eflw*^ witii Bjpkiali gore;)/ 
Show what the prospects ol^ the eatioii^ 
Should they attain theiF quondam station/ 



Transportodr o'er the Western Main, 
Important Newsarriyea from Spain; 
Of ramparta stormed the Searaen tellr 
And how Badajoz* fortress fell.— 
But now— {a different theme pursuing^) 
My Muse exchanges SJpoin — for Brewing. 



eminently disastr^tif ; tte trath of which is indispntably proTed 
by referring to those sent against Constantinople, Alexandrite 
and ^Buenos Ay res, where many yalnable lives were los^ tW 
tfb objects proposed "were in etety ifutanee nnafttained. 

A2 
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Well I remember Wfiitbreacfs stout^ 
And grieve the good old Cask is out; 
Well known for worth and Loyalty^ 
And Reverence for Royalty ; (c) 
Tho' not for noisy disputation. 
To fill with Malecontents the Nation ; 
On Ministerial shoulders layings 
Deficient crops and trade decaying : 



(c) The author of this Poem was at Paris in the autumii of 
1787, at which time the most unfounded calumnies, respecting^ 
the Royal Family of France, were industriously circulated, and 
too generally helieved. These reports were doubtless instru-^ 
mental in producing the most atrocious and bloody Revolution 
that ever sullied the page of History ; and reducing that devoted 
Nation to their present state of corporeal slavery and moral 
degradation. — May we profit by the dreadful eitample ! and, by- 
rendering " Tribute to whom Tribute is due'* " Fear to whom 
Pear,*' '* Honour to whom Honour/* endeavour to preserve that 
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Reckless of an Almighty Power, 
That fructifies the felling shower ; 
That sprinkles Plenty o'er the plain. 
And swells with food the teeming grain; 
Who now his red right hand displays, : 
And vindicates The latter Days. 
Yet Britain surely must agree. 
She still continues great and free ! 
Her punishment, (which might be worse,) 
Is principally in the purse. 

» 

May she then kiss the appointed rod ! 
Her ways reform, and seek her God ! 



subordination in society, which can alone prevent the legitimate 
Rights of the Prince, and Liberties of the People, from being 
eventually engulphed in the Ocean of Despotism. 
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To him his rightful homage pay. 
Each rising, and each x^losiog day! 
So shall he ^saard this &vour'd Isle, 



From open Foe or secret Wile. 



Butlo! sn Oppm^on Brm^i,^ 
Bums to reform ikB» ha^^. land t 
While wiser Elliott qiid Wardt 
The voice of Party /disregard. 
And with unoomman elocutiont 
Support our matchless Ck>nstitution, (e) 



(d) The Reader will observe that this gentleman's motion was 
for what he culh a Reform of Parliament^ not £)r 2^JtrfamuUiom 
qf Manner*. 

(e) The nob^ .^o^l disinterei^ted conduct of the above two 
gentlemen^ who sacrificed Party feelings at th|S shrine of .(jbLeir 
Gomitry's welfajie^, will long be h^d in ^teful remembr^i^^ 
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As Pope declared, ixi sober sadness^ 

Great Wit is near allied to madnciss ; 

The cunning W^-*-*— r EteGtt^w 

Two — Mm chose for tiieir Protectors. (/) 

A tuneful Bai^ber once^ ('tis ssod^) 

These versus >at Corfe Cttstle i^ade ; . 

^' Ye Men of Corfe;ye're ^ws, nc* Mtn\' 

*^ Damm'dupwithJ3tfn^5,bpundupwithJ3omi{5; 



9f 



i€ 



Cancel your Bonds ! break down ynwr Bonis f^ 



^' And be yciMen agsainr* 

But ah! the Barber sung in vain ! 

For both the Bonds and Banks remain; 



(/} The author hmnbly requests his ingei^ious readeralie^iyply 
him with an ^ithet of one syJlable> that will adequately express 
the intellectual saperiori^. of the two imnHKuUn^ Eopcetantirti^es' 
of that immaculaie City. 
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And still the Men of Corfe endure, 
A snug divided Sinecure, (g) 
J own my couplets Hudibrastic. 

To certain folks may seem sarcastic; 
But may I share the &te of Dido, 
Jf honest Men don't think as I do t 
I hate the harrow Party plan. 
And ne'er will join the servile clan. 
A grumbler always makes me sick; 
I long to give the Rogue a kick.— ? 



(g) This anecdote I heard when at Corfe Castle in the year 
1784. — ^With respect to the question of Sinecures^ I shall only 
say, that were la meritorioHs old Officer wore down in the senrice 
of my King and Country, it would be much more gratifying to 
ray feelings to receiye a remuneration in the shape of an ap-^ 
pointment to, be Gorernor of an old Castle, \iht}* in mhis) 
than to be put upoa the list of Parliamentary Pensioners. 
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But lo ! the Bridge Street Hero comes I 
Sound the Trumpets ! beat the Drums ! 
Let crowds from every part appear, 
To greet the P^iot Stockineer ! 
Summon each tuneful cat-gut scraper; : 
To celebrate the City Draper ! 
The Mouthpiece of the Common Hall ! 
Skiird in each trick of wordy brawl ; 
Gemmen (he cries) we're a lost Nation ! 
Ground down to powcjer by taxation ; 
And Perceval has witch'd the crops 
Of grain : but did not touch the Hops ; 

* • * 

That Beer's so bad must be his &ult ; 
For what are Hop^ unmix'd with Majt p 
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And bow make Malt for lack of Barl^? 
Come Gentlemeib-^let's hold a parley ; 
I doubt we*er going §aet to Tukt*- 
This Wellington is oar undoing^i-* 



And, if friend Boney has the dra|)i^> (A) 
Twill turn our prcgects tarvey topefiey ; 
Then on what subjects we sbAll vent 
Our ceaseless yell of discontent 
I hardly know— Speak neighbours wi9fe«*% 
Shall we for groanings advertise f (/) 



(A) A report to that efiect was current abont this time. 

(a} This inimitable expedient of the City JOemiigogiie 
instantly adopted by acclamation; and advertisements, (or pas- 
sages tantampnnt to them) deorieed to be tegidarly intettM in 
the Statesman, Globe, and Mommg Chronicle Newspapers. 
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JFor if the Nation's satisfied, - 

Would I in infancy iiaddied! > 

In lieu of Bread (my woriliy fiiendi^ 

The Board Patmoes recommends; (^) '- 

A scurvy substitirte I trow. 

As yoii ^dear Ii(v>erymen) must know. 

To eat Potatoes U the questitm^ 

Without a requisite digestwn; 

With Hogs and Oxen they agree; 

But won't go down with you ai|d me«-^ 

iNo«^that tliey won't, (cries sqveaking Billyj) 

* : ... 

To eat th^n then jji yastly sijly \ 

. {k) The Board of /kgipiqailaire« in t^e spring of ^ho year JljMS« 
inserted advertiaemeDis in several 'n^jpir^apers recommendiqg th^ 
increased cultivation of Potatoes, af the best possible wb^ito^ 
for Bread it a season of scarcity. 
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Besides— -I as a Scholar, know 
The History of Potatoe : (/) 
Solarium its generic name : 
Now (fellow liverymen) 'tis shame 
To give us Nightshade for a treat—- 
And make poor Cockneys poison eat ! (t^ 
'TIS meant to thin the population—* 
And leave no Growlers in the Nation. 



(/) I remonstrated serioosly with my friend Martin for makiiir 
the a in Potatoe short which I told him was always pronomiced 
long; bot he replied that I was qnite unacquainted with City 

pronunciation, and that Billy invariably pronounced it short. 

So I was forced to give up the point; being sorry to say a Mmk 
is a docile animal compared with Mr. Matter-of-Fact, who is 
vbstinacy personified, {'^ tho^ he's my friend.") Editor. 

{m) I am reluctantly obliged to confess that Billy's objectioo 
is founded in fact, the Nightshade and Potatoe being both com- 
prehended under Solanum in Botany, though the hitter^ so &r 
from being pois(mou8j is highly nutritious. 
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Well — Heaven defend me from the set ! 

Hail spotless W ^ c ! (n) pure B— — tt ! (p) 

Who went prepared for desperate work. 

And stormed the R— y— -1 Fort of Y-- — ^k j . 

But now the Forts repair'd again ; 

And they are what ? two ■■ ■ ■■ " meni 

See Artisans of all vocations, 

Inflam'd by Actions declamations^ 

The labours of the loom despi 



While Plots and Combinations rise ; 



(n) Vide Mrs. Clarke's Memoirs. 

(o) Vide Miss Scott's case^ — ^The aoth6r is of opinion that the. 
Baronet might sit for a representation of Purity ^d Patriotism 
personified. The only difficulty would be how to bombine the 
attributes of each in the same Portrait: and on more mature 
t'eflection B— ^it should be pourtrayed as the former, and his 
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linked b]^ ak:iiiwd^r0i]B oatb^ andbenl 
Tct'crtiini the {woieiit GovemmenU 
Foes to ]BMigioof«^-(]kdei>^Law»«^ 
like Cbeiqi^ee$ and C^iickaaii¥&l 
But Savages — I b^ your pai^an! 
Your CouiUTymea L'm rather hardon; 
Who scorn such base assassinrtioDr 
As late disgraced the British Nsitkni^ 
Say can the Muse £)irg^ thy iall» 
Belov'd — ^regretted~-Pei!€eval ? 
Dark was the deed, and foul the blow. 



That laid Britannia's Pilot low ! 



incomparable friend as the latter. What a gratifiGaliQit would it 
be to the Dilettanti to see ^Aa& far wchilc fraitnim thus 
in the next Exhibition ! 
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And hard the blameless statesman's i^ieX. 
By all acknowl^g'd good, and great. 
Nor death's coLd haodhad power t'corassr 
The mind-mark' d lineaments of fece;,. 
The countenance devoid of guile; 
The placid heart^approving smil6« . 



Our Steersman gonie^-^i motley race * 
Solicit Patronage and Place ; 
First Wellesley tries, to form a band 
Equal tQ^ regulate the land ; 
Wellesley 's a Host himself-^'tis true ; 
And Canning second but to few : 
T^ie restr-^uch as the World produces,. 
For various ends and.diffqrent uses; 
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And, post the Author for a liar/ 
If e'er they set the Thames on fire ! 
Then honoured Moira forms a plan, 
(A brave and well-intentioned man) 

* 

But numerous obstacles prevei\ty 

The gallant Patriot's good intents 

Disinterested Grenville wishes (/;) 

With ijrrey to share the loaves and fished i 

And how can Grenville wish in vain ? 

With All the Talents in his train j 

And Nephew George (that verse Empiric) 

To write his Ilncle*s panegyric : 

(p) Most of my readers no doubt recollect the uniqtte' vaA. 
{generous conduct of this Nobleman, respecting the two incom* 
patible offices of First Lord of the Treasury^ and Auditor of tbi& 
Exchequer; in which he was supported by that incompiarabl^ 
Statesman Mr. l^oz. risum teneatisf 
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Poetic Oeorge who cfees mot Iknow? 
Or lisbdn— with ife breait if shdw? 
Or Belenn's Cartle^^ia the stream 
Wondering to see its turrets gleam ?(f) 



Allur'd by Syrori's war blings wiM^ 
We listen to his recreant OiUde; (r) 
Hopeful--*that e ^er the hand of Age 
Shall close his eaithly Pilgrinmge— » 
More usefiil Themes, his gifted liiyre 
Will sound:;-^f0r such the Tkaes f eqtiiife ; 

{q) How Ossian^sfiMr<Hiri(be 4i9fx>Hi9Aial?indt^ 
Daughter of Toscar dwindles into insignificance when compared 
with that Pantgoi^of I^B^e^iioibtk^ feoDks&iiDhke iotim^.i Kisdboh i 
Vide " Portugal" a Poem by Lord George Grenville. — 

(r) Vide Lowl^aywri's ^r'Cbildfe ^rdd'-« fllgrimagfi.'' Tiiis 
Nobleman shines among poetical Peers **vclm inter tgnes Lima 



minores,*^ 



s 



« ••''' 
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When Vice and Folly— hand in hand— 
Gallop triumphant through the Land.— 
In days of Yore — a well-stor'd Mind, 
By Learning soften'd and refin'd ; 
With manners polish' d yet sincere — 
Bespoke the Gentleman— or Peer. 
Now — ; None, but Conjurers presume 
To know the Master from the Groom ! 
Alike in language — and in dress — 

(How altered since the days of Besisl) 
Bedford— poor Man ! is dead and gone ; 



A Duke and Farmer all in one : 



Skiird in the various modes of breeding— »; 
In cutting up — ; and cattle feeding. 
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Patricians'^-^nGVf their Chariots guid 
With Cochy seated by their side ! 
While Bang-up Heroes take delight 
To wheel the mystic figure 8 — ! {s) 



Again starts up the Popish question ! 
At Maister Canynge's wise suggestion ; (?) 
Back'd by five score of good stout Paddies 
Cuird from the flowed of Irish Laddies : 
Some say their Object is to lull. 
The doubting mind of Johnny Bull : 



{5) *' Proh Pudorf inversique Mores!** • 

{t) " Oh\ miracle of Wisdom! rare suggestion! Vide 
^' Dragon of Wantley:** and Rowky^s (alias Chatterton's) 
Poems, 
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For what— (thihy Joiin) 1^ to be iddivs; 



1 t 



If Church and Conkitiitidh^s gtMie? 
And if — (whlai Hitre may tofht h falsi) 
We go to GWllotrnt-^r Maisi 
For Johnny has not yet forgot 
His Prapei'' !Book^-k)T the Popish Pltit! 
Nor— ivh^'t his Fathei^ lyoiight ^th mfd'd^ 
Is by to B6ii tni^Wder^odd ! 
And— tho' a tender-'heisirtdd VV^igHt^^ 
Attach'd to what is jii^t kxA right-^ 
They never sM, (*itfe his consent,) 
Direct the King and Parliament. 



> »i 



He'll grant them all they ought to hope : 
What would they more ? set up the Pope ? 
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And tjien— =(ii)i fortl^prafjic^ of thpir wprjk,) 

Elec|; a Candjoai of Yprk ? 

A Legate too, perchancp they'll l^urry 

Into the See of Canterbury ! 
Nay — ! a Lord CbancpHoj: may bring- 
To keeprr^? the Conscience qf the King ! 
Such doubts as jthpse has Johnny startedr— 
Which make him rather broken-hearted.— 
But ^hy does Paddy make a pother, 
*3out Liberl'y-— and this and t'other ? 
Why agitate this favoured Land, 
With what he does not understand ? 



• - _ iff 



Why will he cry " knock off my chains ! 
When not a single link remains ! 



22 
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But Paddy does not know he's 



Unshackled— just like you and 

And quite a Lad of Liberty.—— 

A Democrat calFd, t'other day. 

Where Pat in fancied durance lay ; 

And said : '' Ah ! how it grieves my mind 

To see my dearest friend confined !'* 



>9 



(ti) The cant about Catholic Emancipation is the most flagrant 
and pernicious Bull ever imported from the land of Potatoes. 
If the Irish were emancipated from the influence of the Popish 
Priesthood, and the exactions of the Middle Men, Vwould be 
" a consummation devoutly to be wished f" while what is miscalled 
Emancipation would only tend to encourage Superstition; and 
by increasing and perpetuating the Power of an opulent Oligarchy* 
enable them to domineer at once over Prince and People ; and 
thereby undermine the foundation of our incomparable Con- 
sitution ! — 
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Tm come with Patrick to condole — 
I pity you — Upon my soul ! 
Why yes— (grins Pat) they say Pm chainU 
Enslaved— ill treated — and restrained : 
But— ^; with a pretty Girl in chase — 
'Faith Honey ! I can run apace.- 



Th' impartial conduct of the Prince, 
Has made the Party Coursers wince : 
And soorr — (I'll bet you half d crown) 
They'll fairly throw their Riders down ! 
And then ; I humbly hope and trust— 
They long will flounder in the dust. 
The British Charger, (backed in vain) 
Will ne'er obey tlie Talent rein.— 
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Strange news anives aqrofis th^ Atlantic*-^ 
That Jonathan, (v) (become quite irantiGj^) 
With half a dozen cock-boats, braves 
Britannia Empress of the Waves ! 
Thus Jonathan, Unhappy Man ! 
Jumps plun^) into the Frying pan \ 
And soon will see his pigmy Navy, 
Safe in the locker of old Davy — 
If met by Sawyer— or by Stirling—? 
In western seas their sails unfurling. 
Nay — ; e'en his famous General HuU^ 
Has got a hug from Johnny Bull ! 



{p) Jonathan is a cant word with our Sailors to designate the 
Americans. 
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But — (says John Bull) ** my angry Brother*'^ 
ft Why should we worry oae another?" 



tt 



it 



Th' obnoxious Orders are repe^lied'^" 
And all our wounds inay soon hie Ikeal'd/* 



'* For ; what advantage can we get,*' 

^' Mauling each other in a pet?" 

" Our feuds are Nuts to Buonaparte- 



»> 



^' Come then ? strike hands ! be friends my 
" Hearty !'* 



But hark !-^the shouts of Triumph nse { 
See ! — ^mutilated Marmont flies ! 
Ting'd with the life-blood of the brave. 
See ! — ^Tormes rolls his crimson wave I 
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Near Salamanca's lettered seats. 
The battle bleeds ; — ^the Foe retreats ! 
While greener laurels still are won. 
To grace the brows of Wellington. 
Proceed ! — thou trophied Son of Fame ! 

With Marlbro' equal honours claim ! 
And when, at length, the hungry Worm 

Shall banquet on thy Victor-form ? 
When Death — (whose hand alone can tear 
. Victrix corona from thy hair) 
Shall— (ever faithful to his mark) 
Strike, from thy breast, the vital spark ! 
Britain— (unconquered Chief!) to thee 
The chisseFd Statue shall decree ; 
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Companion of distinguished Men— 
Plac'd in the sacred Dome of Wren. 
Iberia— down the stream of Time, 



Shall waft the Heroe's deeds sublime ! 



lerne's Bards— the strain prolong — I 

And distant Ages catch the song!!! 

Hide thy diminish'd head. Earl Grey ! 

Prophetic Grenville— rise and say! 

What parts of Portugal and Spain, 

Do captive Britons now contain ? 

This might have been the case ; if you, ^ 

And your prognosticating crew. 

Had forc'd yourselves to Power and Place, 

A heartless inefficient race ! (ic) 

(w) Tlie Author has made use o( the word inefficient purely 
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The Hetmao Platow — ^far and near- 



Hangs on his flanks, and galls his rear; 
A cloud of Cossacks— night and day- 
Impedes his: wet and weary way.— 
Th' unforag'd steed extended lies—; 
The ruthless Tyrant — ^routed— flies ! 
The rude and rugged Muscovite — 
Shall diant the wonders of the fight ! 
To Kutusoff devote the lay — 



And echo Platow's loud Hourra !!! 



The delegated Northern Star, 
Spreads havoc through the ranks of war 
Soon may it seal th' Invader's doom ! 
And nations revel o'er his tomb, . 



»-v*ft. 



THE LAST NINE MONTHS OF THE YEAR 1812. 31 



But ah ! no heaven-commission'd dart. 
Has reach'd (as yet) th' Oppressor's heart. 
Still Europe mourns her weltering plains— 
For still the fell Napoleon reigns ! !— 



The day contracts—; the year declines — ; 
The Sun with fainter influence shines. 
The Grove's green honours, now are past : 
The Forest trembles to the blast,— 

» 

Such is the fleeting state of Man ! 
The Year of Life^ is but a span!!! 
The sports of Childhood soon are gone ; 
Youth's airy prospects, quickly flown ; 
Nor Manhood long shall tread the stage ; 
Succeeded by decrepit Age.— 



ie Tn& PUSENT TllCt^, PAftt 2m^. 



And ^OA/ M^ friends remember this I J 
In seats of Miiery or JB&V^, 



When the frail S^ shaU d 



H..V-: 
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FINIS. 




^» 



Skatfoid, Piioter, OaWttCotttt, Tem)^i»4Ur. 



